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Young Wild West Saving the 'Se,renth'
OR, THE FIGHT AT RED RAVINE
By AN OLD SCOUT '
CHAPTER I.-The Indian Signs Bear Fruit.
"Indian signs, Charlie."
"As sure as yer live, they are, Wild."
"Apaches, who have left the reservation to go
on a little pleasure trip, I suppose."
"Yes, the red galoots will never learn ter be
civilized as long as there's any of ther old fightin'
braves left. They're bound ter git it in their
heads every . once in a .while that they kin start
out an' clean up all ther palefaces an' git back
what they calls their huntin' grounds. Lickin'
'em good an' hard don't seem ter do any good,
Wild."
The speakers were Young Wild West, the wellknown Boy Hero of the Wild West, and Cheyenne
Charlie, one of his partners. They had paused at
the top of a high ridge on the mountain range that
runs through the northern part of Arizona into
Utah. It was near the close of an October day,
a few years ago, when traveling in that section
of the country was far more dangerous than at
. present. The "Indian signs" referred to by them
were two spiral columns of very light smoke that
were ascending to the cloudless sky from two
points that were easily five miles apart. Though
but a boy in years, Young Wild West had put in
so much of his time in hunting down bad Indians
and white outlaws and renegades that he was well
up to their tricks and devices. While he held the
title of Champion Deadshot of the West, and was
brave and daring to the last degree, there was
no doubt that the greatest quality he possessed
was his wonderful coolness in time of danger. No
matter what happened, the dashing young deadshot never lost his head one bit, and was always
calm and resourceful.
Being the owner of several good paying mines,
the boy could well afford to pursue his favorite
diversion of riding about the wildest part of the
West in search of fun, fortune and adventure.
The scout loved this sort of life as well as the boy
;<!id, and so did Jim Dart, the other partner of our
dashing young hero. Dart was a boy of a.bout
his own 2,ge. He was one of the sort who seldom
have much to say, but who was never lacking
when they are needed. Attired in a fancy hunting suit of buckskin, a wide-brimmed sombrero
tipped back upon his head, his long light chestnut
hair hanging over his broad and shapely shoulders, Young Wild West certainly looked to be just
what he was-the ideal boy hero of the Wild
West. Cheyenne Charlie was fully six feet in

~eight a~d st~ai~h.t as an arrow. He was attired
m a fash10n similar to that of the dashing young
deadshot, an~ as the two turned their eyes from
the s~oke signals the Indians were giving over
five miles away and walked down the hill to the
sp~t their companions were waiting at, they certainly made a dashing, not to say striking appearance.
The companions we have referred to were Jim
Dart, the boy already mentioned, two young girls,
a young woman and two typical Chinamen. One
of the girls was Arietta Murdock, a very pretty
blonde, who had been born and reared near Fort
Bridger, Wyoming, and had leapied how to handle
a firearm or manage a bucking broncho until she
was now able to hold her own with the average
cowboy or plainsman. She was the sweetheart of
Young Wild West, and to look at them one would
certainJy have decided that it was a fine match
indeed. The other girl was a dark-eyed miss
named Eloise Gardner, generally known to be the
sweetheart of Jim Dart. The young woman was
Anna, the wife of Cheyenne Charlie, and it was
through her desire to accompany her husband on
his trips through the dangerous country that it
became possible for the girls to be members of the
party. Though Anna and Eloise had not been
in the West but a few years, they had become
used to its ways, and what might have been called
dangers by those acquainted with that seetion of
the country, we1·e little thought of by them. They
could both shoot well and had become very efficient in the management of horses.
The two Chinamen we have mentioned were
brothers, named Hop Wah and Wing Wah. While
they seemed to be just a pajr of ordinary Celestials, such as are commoniy seen throughout the
West, especially where the mining camps are located, one of them, at least, was not an ordinary
Chinaman. This was Hop Wah, and it was due
entirely to his wonderful cleverness and the fact
that he could make more fun and amusement for
our friends while they were in camp than any
one but a professional comedian could possibly do,
that he remained in their employ. One Chinaman
could do all the work that was necessary, as
might be supposed, since the cooking and looking
after the outfit were about all that were required.
· But 'Wing, who was the cook, had been hired first,
and so well did he do his work that Young Wild
West and' his partners felt that they could not
very well part with him. Since Hop had joined
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them he had been the means of saving their lives
several times, and all because he was a sleight-ofhand performer and knew just what to do at the
right time.
"Well, Wild," said Arietta Murdock, as the two
came down the hill and joined them, "did you see
any water anywhere near at hand?"
"Yes, Et," the boy replied. "There's a bi'ook
flowing down the side of the cliff not more than
a couple of hundred yards to the left. I reckon
we will put up there for the night. But we found
something more than water when we went to the
top of the ridge."
"Is that so, Wild?"
"Yes, we found that there are hostile Apaches
about." "Well, I am not so much surprised at that,"
and the girl tossed her head and acted as though
she was glad it was· nothing. worse. "It seems
that we are always running into what some people
might call danger. Of course I know it is dangerous to fa.ll in among Indians when they are on
the warpath. But it seems that we are always
lucky enough to pass through such dangers unscathed. That is why I don't get frightened when
I hear they are near." .
_"Well, I suppose th~re is no need of getting
fnghtened, though I will say that I don't like to
hear such news," observed Anna, the wife of
Cheyenne Charlie, as she directed her gaze toward
the top of the ridge, as though she expected to
see the Indians coming at any moment.
"Yer needn't look up there for 'em, gal," spoke
up her husband, smilingly. "I reckon they're
more than five miles away from here. It ain't
likely they'll interfere with us, not to-night anyhow, unless they should happen to send out scouts
who see our camp fire. But I reckon it will be
all right, anyhow. Since we know that the red
galoots ain't far away we'll fix up our camp so
we kin be ready for 'em, if they do happen to
come an' pay us a visit."
Though the distance they had to go was but
sho·rt, Young Wild West quickly mounted his sorrel stallion, Spitfire, while Cheyenne Charlie
swung himself upon the back of the bay borne he
always rode. Then they all set out, the dashing
young cleadshot in the lead. As they neared the
top of the ridge Wild turned to the left, and then
rode down a rather steep descent for about a
couple of hundred feet. There was a small level
spot here, with a frowning cliff on one side and
a long ascent of rugged rocks, bushes and groups
of stunted trees dotting it in ir.regular fashion.
Straight ahead the rocks were piled up just as
they had no doubt been at the formation of the
world. It was from these rocks that the stream
of water our hei·o and the scout had seen ca.me
from. It tumbled down in the form of a little
cascade, and then wound its way along in zigzag fashion, thus forming a brook that lost itself
into a deep ravine that lay a hundred yards beyond, and which they saw as they reached the foot
.
of the descent.
"Well, I reckon this place is all right," observed
Young Wild West, as he rode up close to the foot
of the little cascade and dismounted. We can
make our camp fire here, and I reckon it won't
be seen by any one unless they should happen
to come up pretty close above us. Get a move on
, you, You two heathens. I reckon the quicker you
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get the camp in shape the longer time you will
have to rest."
"Allee light, Mislei: Wild," came the reply from
the Chinamen, as if in one voice.
Then they both quickly slid from the backs of
their b1·onchos and has'liened to remove the load
from the two pack-horses they had been leading.
Young Wild West quickly pointed out the spot
where the two tents wel'e to be erected, and then
he led his own horse anci that of his sweetheart
over to a spot where the gross grew luxuriantly.
In a few minut~s they were taking it easy and
nibbling at the grass. Then our hero and his
partners turned to assist the Chinamen in getting
the camp ·in shape. By the time this was done
the sun was so low that its rays no longer fell
into the little hollow they had chosen for their
camping place. In a few minutes darkness set in,
for there is hardly such a thing as twilight in
Arizona. When the sun goes down darkness
comes quickly.
Lots of game had been shot by our friends that
day and the day before, and as they always made
it a point to carry a good supply of the provisions that would be needed, they were very well
fixed, as far as having a good square meal meant.
It was not long before the two Chinamen had
gathered sufficient wood to start a fire and keep
it going for a while. Then the cook proceeded
to make arrangements for the supper.
"Boys," said our hero, turning to his partners,
"I reckon it might be a good idea to fix up things,
so in case the redskins do happen to come around
this way we will be prepared for them."
"That's right, Wild," and the scout nodded his
approv.al.
"Thhe's a fallen tree right · there,'' spoke up
Jim Dart, as he pointed to it. "I reckon we might
lift that around so it would afford a protection
if it should be needed."
"That's so, Jim," and Wild nodded. "We'll get
hold of it. Come here, Hop, and give us a lift."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and the clever Chinee hastened to obey.
By the united efforts of the four the big tree
was swung around into the position they wanted
it. Then they set themselves at work to roll up
the boulders and rocks they could handle, and in
a few minutes they had a space fully fifty feet
long_ barricaded. By the time they had completed this work the supper was ready. It was
now getting dark, and the light from the fire
caused the scene to take on what might have been
called a weird sort of aspect. They sat down
and ate their supper with just as good grace as
they would have done if they had known there
was no such thing as an Indian anywhere near
them. After supper was over Young Wild West
took a walk around the camp. He wanted to see
if there were any more Indian signs, so it was
not long before he was ascending to the top of
the ridge. The boy was a little more than half
way up when he suddenly heard the sounds made
by an approachin~ horse. He stepped to the right
and crouched behmd a rock and waited. A horse
was coming at a walk and up the other side of
the ascent. Nearer came the sounds the hoofs
made, and the next _moment the steed appeared ·
with a rider, as our hero expected. It was not
too dark for him to see that the rider was an
Indian.

YOUNG

WILD

WEST

SAVING

THE

"SEVENTH"

3

He was an Apache. too, as his knowledge of the
"So you know me, redskin?" said Wild, quesdifferent trioes of Indians told him at once. It tioningly. "Well, I can't say as I've heard of you
was evident that the redskin had not been aware before. I may have seen you, of course. But all
_ that there was any one in the hollow, for the Apaches look a great deal alike, unless you hapinstant he saw the light of the camp fire he pen to get acquainted with him. I know old Red
brought his horse to a halt. He waited for a few Eagle pretty well, however. I reckon he was mixseconds, and then turned to go back. Young ed up in a little trouble here about five or six
Wild West knew what he was up to, so he did not months ago. I thought the government authorimove. He heard the Apache ride a short distance ties had seen to it that it would not be possible
away and disinount. The moccasined feet as they for him to get on the warpath again."
struck the ground made very little noise, but the
"Me no know Young Wild West here," was the
boy heard it, just the same. .
quick reply, while the Apache shook his head
"I reckon the red galoot is going to sneak down ·vigorously.
and have a look at our camp-if I let him," he
"And you were out looking for the soldiers?"
muttered, under his breath.
The brave nodded.
Sure enough, less than a minute later the In"How many solcj.iers are in the party you are
dian appeared walking along in a crouching at- looking for?"
titude. Wild waited until he was within a few
"Maybe twenty, thirty."
feet of the spot where he was hiding, and then
"Ah, I see. Now I'll ask you another question.
he suddenly sprang to his feet and confronted the How many Apaches are with Red Eagle?"
prowling redskin.
John Running Quail looked straight into the
"Hello, redskin! What are you doing here?" eyes of the young deadshot, but never said a word.
he said, coolly. ,
"All right, redskin," Wild said, coolly. "You
"Ugh!" exclaimed the astonished Apache.
need not tell if you don't want to. But I take it
Then it was that he found himself confronted that there muist be quite a lot of the Apaches,
by the muzzle of a revolver.
or they would not be looking for twenty or thirty
"I reckon you'll come with me," said Young soldiers--cavalrymen, I suppose they are."
.
Wild West, as he took him by the arm.
"Yes, they all got horses," the Indian hastened
to answer. "Me know that. They all that is left
of the Seventh Cavalry."
"Well," said Wild, "I reckon the old fighting
CHAPTER IL-The Apaches Surprise the Camp. Seventh Cavalry of Kansas is pretty well disbanded. I heard something about that a few
The Apache Wild had surprised evidently months ago. There are only a few of the original
thought it best to submit quietly. As the dashing fighteTs left, and I thought they had disbanded
boy hero gripped him by the arm and starteq for entirely. But it's all right. I reckon Red Eagle
the camp he went along willingly.
won't finish up the Seventh of Kansas."
"What were you looking for, redskin?" the boy
The boy was at a loss just what to do. He
asked.
.
did not want to be bothered by holding a prisoner,
"Me look for soldiers," was the quick reply. and he knew if he were to let the brave go it
"Red Eagle want to find where they are."
would be but placing himself and his friends in
"Oh, is that so? There can't be very many of jeopardy. After thinking it over for a minute
them, then, or Red Eagle would not want to find or two our hero decided to hold the redskin a
them."
•
prisoner until morning.
Hearing our hero's voice, Cheyenne Ch~rlie and
"Well, I reckon you won't make any report toJim Dart had left the camp to come and meet night, redskin," he said. "Boys, just take care of
him. When they saw he had a prisoner with him him."
they were not a little surprised. ·
Charlie and Jim knew exactly what to do. They
"Great gimlets!" exclaimed the scout. "Where quickly cj.isarmed John Running Quail, and then
did you ketch him, Wild?"
bound him securely to a pine tree that was not
"Right at the top of the hill over there," was far distant from the fire. He was placed in a
the reply. "He says he was looking for the sol- sitting posture, h·owever, so he would not be put
diers."
to . anything like tor ture during the long hours
"What is your name?" Wild asked, looking at that must elapse before daylight arrived.
the Indian and showing him the revolver he held
"Now· then," said Wild, as he walked over to
in -his hand.
where the horses were peacefully grazing, "I reck"John Running Quail my name. Me next to on I'll go and see if I can find the soldiers the
Chief Red Eagle; me heap much brave."
redskin was looking for. It must be that they
"So yer was lookin' for ther soldiers, eh?" are somewhere close at hand, or t11at the redqueried Cheyenne Charlie, as he looked fiercely at skins think they ii,re. Keep a good watch till I
the prisoner.
come back, boys."
John Running Quail made no answer ; he did
When Young Wild West decided upon d0ing a
not appear to hear what the scout said, in fact. thing his partners never tried to persuade him
But he turned and looked questioningly at the boy not to. When John Running Quail said. that
who had captured him.
Young Wild West was the Champion Deadshot he
"Me talk with you, Young Wild West," he said, spoke the trnth. That was the title the dashing
after a pause. "You heap much brave paleface. boy had won when he was only sixteen years of
We know you. You are the Champion Deadshot age, and since that time he had been successful
of the West; shoot much straight; kill every time in defending it against all comers. It was not
you pull trigger. Young Wild West heap much long before the boy had saddled the sorrel stallion,- and then he mounted -and rode off, taking
brave!'
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the direction the redskin had been pursuing when
he halted him. As soon as he had left the rocky
portion af the land behind him he set out at a·
swinging gallop, and the miles were rapidly covered. On he rode and finally an hour had elapsed
from the time he left the camp.
"It don't look as though the cavalrymen are
anywhere close at hand," he muttered, as he came
to a halt to give his horse a breathing spell.
"I reckon the redskins must have made a little ,
mistake in their calculations. I hardly think
there is any use of going any further."
When he had waited about ten minutes he
mounted again and turned back for the camp.
The boy took it quite easy on the way back, and
when he was probably within a mile of the camp
he suddenly heard the sounds of firing. The
sounds came directly from the camp, as nearly
as he could judge, and he at once started at a
gallop.
"I reckon the Apaches must have .come to look
for John Running Quail," was the thought that
flashed through his mind. "They have attacked
the camp. I must get there without delay. On,
Spitfire! I 1·eckon I am needed."
The noble sorrel responded ay a low whinny,
showing that he understood just what was required of him. Crack, crack, crack, cra-ack I
The shooting was closer now, and pressing his
lips tightly together the young deadshot rode on.
Half a minute later he heard savage yells, and
then he knew that the Indians were getting the
worst of it. He was now very close to the spot,
but it was necessary for him to slacken his pace,
for the rough ground was too treacherous to let
the sorrel go at full,speed now. As he ascended
a little rise he could see the smoke rising toward
the cloudless sky. It came from the powder that
had been burned, as he well knew. The camp
fire liad been extinguished, and'there was no light
whatever to guide him. By extinguishing it they
had prevented the redskins from seeing them. As
he reached the shelter of a group of cedars the
boy again came to a halt. Then he gave the signal. It was so like the cry of an owl that it
would have taken an expert to distinguish the
difference. The hoot ha<! scarcely sounded when
it was answered from the camp. Young Wild
West gave a nod of satisfaction.
"They are there, all right," he thought. "Well,
that's pretty good, anyhow. Now, then, it is for
me to join them."
Peering through the darkness and seeing no
sign of anything moving, he again started forward, leading his horse. The b~ had taken but
a few steps when two forms appeared from behind a clump of rocks right before him. They
were Apaches, as the boy knew. There was only
one thing to do now, and that he did quickly
enough. Crack, crack I Two shots were fired
from his revolver in quick succession, and the two
forms went rolling upon the ground. Then the
boy started on a run, the horse following him
willingly. Crang ! Crang ! Two rifle shots rang
out from the right, ahd the boy heard the bullets
as they hummed over his head. But he never
once stopped, and a few seconds later he reached
the camp.
"Here I am, Charlie!" he exclaimed, as he met
the scout. "ls everything all right?"
"No, Wild," was the reply. "Everything is all

SAVING

THE

"SEVENTH"

wrong. The red galoots stole a march on us.
They've carried off Anna and Eloise, an' they
s~t loose the prisoner, too. They sneaked up
like snakes an' was on us afore we knowed it.
But I reckon we done ther most of ther shootin'.
None of us got ;hit, but there must be seven or
eight dead Apaches layin' around here. There
was too many of 'em, Wild. We had no chance
to do a thing to git ther gals. Another thing,
we didn't know jest what ter do. If you had only
been here it would have been diffel'ent, I know."
Young Wild West was much disturbed at this
startling piece of news. He now felt that he
had made a mistake in leaving the camp to go
and look for the soldiers the redskin had been in
search. of. But he never once lost" his coolness.
Arietta, his golden-hail'ed sweetheart, now touched him on the arm.
"It's too bad, Wild," she said, in a low tone
of voice. "They tried to get me, too, but I -poured
hot lead into them so fast that they were glad
to get out of my way. But it will be all right,
Wild. You will find a way to save them, I
.
know."
"I reckon I will," was the resolute reply. I'll-"
Crang, crang ! Crack, crack, crack I A volley
of bullets went over their heads and flattened
against the rocks, and the next minute a savage
yell sounded. The Apaches were making another
attack upon the camp.
CHAPTER UL-Exciting Moments.
The Apaches had certainly surprised the camp
of our friends during the absence of Young Wild
West. Though John Running Quail, the brave
who had been taken a prisoner by Wild, had
told the truth when he said he was searching for
the soldiers, he had not mentioned the fact that
another Apache had been sent out with him by
Chief Red Eagle. The two had parted company
but a short distance from the very spot Wild had
caught the rascally redskin, the other taking a
route that led off to the right. The understanding was that they were to meet again four or five
miles further along. When the Apache had
covered that distance and failed to find his companion it was but natural that he should start
in the direction that seemed to him to be the most
likely way to meet him. The result was that he
kept right on riding at a slow gait until he suddenly came in sight of the camp fire of our
friends. Then it was that he quickly dismounted
,and crept forward to see what the fire meant.
The Apache proved to be a very clever Indian
scout, and he was not long in faking in the full
situation. He saw that his companion had been
caught and made a prisoner by the palefaces. But
he did not mean to try to rescue him, for he
knew very well that such a thing would sure
prove disastrous to him. After watching and
waiting for a few minutes he crept back to his
horse, and then rode away to the camp of Red
Eagle, where he reported what had happened. In
less than ten minutes from the time the scout
came in with the report twenty braves were
mounted and ready to ride off under the lead of
the buck who had brought in the news. This
young Apache bore the name of Brown Feather,
and he was certainly very ambitious in his de-
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sire to show what he was worth at fighting

palefaces. It was this party who had attacked
the camp with such disastrous results.
Knowing just -..yhere it was located, it had been
quite easy for them to dismount and creep up
close enough to it to pounce upon our friends,
without the least warning. Many of the Apaches
went down before the galling fire that came from
Charlie, Jim and Arietta, and Brown Feather
succeeded in capturing Anna and Eloise, with
the assistance of a brave, who seemed to be
afraid pf nothing at that moment. The two girls
were carried from the camp under cover of the
dense smoke that haa been caused by the ,·arid
discharge of the firearms. When they had retreated to a place where they were safe for the
time being, the young buck soon learned that he
had lost eight of his party, but he had not only
caught two of thJ paleface maidens, but had rescued John Runnmg Quail, as well. Since the
latter was really second in command of the
Apache band, the probabilities are that Brown
Feather was not so very well pleased, afte1· all.
He now had to take a back seat, so to speak.
John Running Quail took command of the
crowd and issued his orders according1y. One of
the first things he did was to command two of
the braves to take the two captives to the camp
of Red Eagle and come back with more braves,
so those who had repulsed them with such terrible results might be killed or taken prisoners.
.1.f the young deadshot had only known this it
would have been easy for him to overtake the
two braves and rescue the girls. As soon as he
thought the braves with the captives were at a
safe distance from the spot John Running Quail
issued an order to make another attack upon the
camp. This time, however, they meant to do it
from the cover of the rocks and bushes. They
were going to try their luck at shooting without
getting close enough to be in danger. But that
was where they were simply wasting their powder
and lead. When probably as many as fifty shots
had been fired it occurred to John Running Quail
that probably they had slain Young Wild West's
partners, as well as the girl and the two Chinamen who were with them. He gathered his
braves together and held a Short consultation.
"They no shoot, so they must be dead," he declared.
"Maybe they wait," suggested Brown Feather,
shaking his head.
The young chief shrugged his shoulders.
"Maybe you want to do find out," he said, suggestively.
"No," was the quiok reply. "Me find out plenty
to-night. Me get you free and take two paleface
maidens, and that plel}ty, John Running Quail."
The young chief could not deny this. He knew
he owed his liberty to the buck, so he said no
more. After thinking it over he felt that it was
up to him to creep up and find out how things
were at the camp of the -palefaces. Though the
stars were shining brightly overhead it was
very dark in that low spot, and with•the rocks
and trees to afford him a shelter, the young chief
moved forward as silently as a g110st. He managed to get within a dozen yards of the place
and then he decided that he had gone close
enough. With his body close to the ground he
'- looked for the space of a full minute, and then
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wheJl he heard whispered voices he knew very
well that the palefaces had not been killed by
the bullets that had been sent in that direction.
But John Running Quail was not going to try to
get any closer. Satisfied that Young Wild West's
two partnei:s were eitill there and ready for business, he crept back and soon joined his waiting
companions.
"We no shoot them," he said, in reply to the
queries that come from the braves. "They wait
there. They very smart. Pretty soon Young
Wild West come back and then we have plenty
fight."
"Pretty soon we have plenty more braves to
fight," Brown Feather retorted.
The young chief gave a nod, but said nothing
to this. It would take the best part of an hour
for the reinforcements to get there, as the
Apaches knew, so they settled down to wait.
Meanwhile Young Wild West and his partners
were lying low behind the barricade. They knew
not at what moment the redskins might make
another attack, and so well protected were they
that there was no telling just from what source
it might come, or how it might be made. It was
galling to them to think that the two girls had
been , spirited away so easily by the band of
Apaches; but there was nothing to do for them
but to remain there and hold the red scoundrels
at bay. It was but natural that they should
think that the captives were somewhere near at
hand, and after a long silence, Wild decided to
creep out and try and locate where the Apaches
were. If he managed to do this it might be possible for him to rescue Anna and Eloise by
strategy. Holding his revolver in his hand, the
dashing young deadshot crept around in a circle
and gradually turned toward the point the last
In another minute he
shot had come from.
heard the sounds of whispered voices.
"Ah!" he exclaimed, under his b1·eath. "I reckon that I'm pretty close to them. Now I'll do
my very best to get the girls away from them
I must do it without letting them know anything
about it, for it will hardly be safe to open fire
on the red galoots."
Without making the least particle of noise, he
moved straight toward the spot where the voices
came from. A few seconds later he was able to
observe the crouching forms of the Indians who
were crouching behind a high bank that rearP'l
itself upon the sloping descent. Wild endeavored
to pierce the gloom with his eyes for a sight of
Anna and Eloise. But, look as he might, he could
see nothing of them. Off to the right he saw
the outli'nes of the Indians' horses, but the captives were nowhere to be seen.
"That is strange," he thought. "But maybe
they have them in charge of one of the redskins
over near the horses. I'll go and find out."
Suiting the action to the words, he turned and
crept toward the horses. When he got there he
found them alone and unguarded. The boy
counted them and found there were nineteen
horses. They were all tied with lariats, as he
soon found out. ' But his hunting knife was quickly brought into play, and in a very short time
every horse was free to go where it pleased.
Then it was that the boy cut a whip from the
thicket, and springing among the horses he began
slashing them right and left. There was bu1
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one result that could possibly follow, and thatwas the ponies took fright and galloped from the
spot.
Knowing full well that thlf redskins
would be immediately attracted to the spot, he
quickly hurried up the slope and moved noiselessly
away. Then he gave two hoots, to let his partners know where he was. The signal was answered immediately by Cheyenne Charlie.
Wild crept behind a rock and laughed as he
heard the Apaches running madly after their
horses. He counted them as they went by, and
becoming satisfied that they had all left the spot,
he hastened toward it, still hoping that Anna
and Eloise might be there bound and helpless.
Crang, c1·ang ! Two rifle reports suddenly sounded from the camp, arid then Wild kn·ew that Charlie and Jim were using their Winchesters. The
boy made a hurried search of the spot but no
traces of the girls could he .find. Another rifle
shot sounded from the camp, and it was quickly
followed by the death yell of an Apache.
"Charlie and Jim are certainly on the watch,"
he muttered, as he hurried along. "I must not
let them take me for an Apache, though I reckon
I'll give the signal again."
This he did, and when it was promptly answered he knew that there was no further
danger, so he hurried for the camp, taking care
t o keep pretty well to the ground, so he might
not expose himself to the view of the Indians,
if any of them were near enough at hand to
see him.
"Did yer find 'em, Wild?" the scout asked,
eagerly, as the boy crept over the barricade.
"No, Charlie," was the reply. "I reckon they
must have sent them to the camp of Red Eagle.
They aren't anywhere around here. I satisfied
myself pretty well on the point, and then seeing their horses tied not far from the spot they
were crouching over there, I untied and stampeded them. Then I made my way back to the
place where they had been, to make sure about it.
Anna and Eloise were not there. That means
that they certainly sent them off right at the
start. The thing for us to do now is to clean
out this bunch as soon as possible, and then strike
out for the redskin camp."
"Well, I reckon there's three more of 'em
dropped since you went away a few minutes ago,"
Charlie retorted. "But say," he added. "This is
mighty bad work. Anna an' Eloise will be migthy
badly scared, I reckon."
·
"Oh, they'll stand it all right, Charlie," Arietta
6J)oke up. "This is not the first time a thing like
this has happened, you know."
Then Wild thought for a moment or two, and
turning to the clever Chinaman, who had come
out of the tent while they were talking, he said:
"Hop, get ready to go with me. I reckon
you will have to help us out. Have you got any
of your fireworks made up?"
"Me allee samee gottee plenty, Misler Wild,"
was the reply.
"Well, then, see to it that you have them
handy. We have got to get to that Indian camp
and save Anna and Eloise. I'll let you give
them a surprise with your fireworks, and while
that is going on I'll take the chances of creeping
into the camp and getting the girls away. We
have done such things before, so I reckon we can
do it now."
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"Allee light, Misler Wild. Me be ledcly velly
muchee quickee."
"Let me go, too, Wild," spoke up Arietta, pleadingly. "I am sure I can be of great assistance.
Jim and Charlie can manage to hold the camp
here, in case any of the redskins come back."
"Well," and the boy hesitated for a m9ment,
"if you insist on it, come on, Et. I know you
can be of some assistance, for you always manage to keep pretty cool."
Mounting their horses they started off, the
scout and Jim Dart assuring them that they
would be able to hold the camp until they came
back.
CHAPTER XV.-Wild, Arietta and Hop Go to ths
Rescue.
The three allowea their horses to walk for the
space of fully five minutes, and then finding that
everything seemed to be all right, Wild gave the
word and they set out at a gallop.
'"The only thing I have to go by is the direction
I saw John Running Quail coming from when
I captured him," saia Wild. "That means that
we have got to take ot1r chances in sighting the
redskin camp . We can't see any trail in the dark,
of course; and it would be altogether too risky
r to light a match."
"That's right, Wild," Arietta answered. "But
I feel positive that we will not be long in locating the camp. I suppose Anna and Eloise must
be there by this time, unless it is a longer distance away that you said you thought it was."
It was a sort of rolling plain lying in the midst
of the high hills that the three were now riding
. over. As they got out upon this little plain Wild
found that he could see quite a distance, since
the sky was cloudless and the stars twinkled
brightly overheard.
"Keep your eyes open, Et," 'he said, to his
sweetheart. "I reckon if we see any of the redskins it will be off to the right."
They rode on, and before they had covered four
miles both the boy and girl caught sight of a
moving body of men off to the right.
"Apaches, as sure as I live," exclaimed our
hero, in a low tone of voice. "I reckon the red
galoots sent to the camp for reinforcements.
That means that Charlie and Jim are going to
have a hot time of it while we are away. But
since the redskins don't know but that we are
all there, I reckon it will make little difference.
Charlie and Jim can each fire fourteen shots from
their Winchesters without stopping. But I 1·eckon if they do that there won't be a redskin in
sight when the last shot is fired. We will stick
to the. programme we have laid out and go right
on. I suppose there might be thirty or forty
in that bunch coming, and that means that we
will have so many less to contend with when
we reach the camp. Come on. We will swing
off a little to the left, so we will run no chance
of being seen by them."
There happened to be a scraggly strip of timber right to the left, and the next minute they
were 1·iding behind this. Wild came to a halt
and dismounted. Dropping upon his knees ha
placed his ear to the ground and listened.
"There are easily thirty or fwty of them, Et,•
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he said, as he arose to his feet. "I can tell by
the vibration. That's all right. Probably there
are fifteen or twenty of them back there near
the camp. That means that Jim and Cha1·1ie
will have fifty to contend with. Sounds pretty
rough, but they have got a pretty good place
to fire from, and I feel confident that the
Apaches will never take possession of the camp."
The hoof-beats soon died out, so then our
three friends swung around a little to the right
and proceeded in what they thought might be a
straight line to the camp of old Red Eagle. Less
than a mile mile from the spot vyhere they had
caught a glimpse of the band of Indians they suddently came in sight of .several fires in the di!l'.tance. They were at the top of a rjse at the time,
and the camp fires showed up through a growth
of pines in a hollow between two sloping cHffs.
"I reckon we will dismount now," said our
hero, a.s he brought the sorrel to a halt and
slipped to the ground. "Come on, Et."
He assisted _his sweetheart to dismount, and
then led her horse to a spot where he thought it
would be safe. His own followed, :fpr so well
trained was Spitfire that he knew just about what
his young master wanted him to do. Hop soon
had his horse with them, and then Wild took the
precaution to tie him. The Chinaman's mount
was a piebald cayuse and could not always be
depended upon to remain where it was left. The
three now began walking noiselessly toward the
Indian ·camp. The trees afforded them an excellent chance to do this without being observed.
They knew that it was quite probable that Red
Eagle <._w ould have guards stationed, about, and
that meant that they would have to be on the
lookout. Stealthily they walked along, and a s
they reached the edge of the growth of trees
Wild dropped upon hi s hands and knees. Arietta
and Hop in stantly followed his example. · Then
they crept forward toward the rocks, which now
hid the camp fi r es from vie v, though they could
see the light made by them over the top of the
rocks. Nearer and nearer they approached the
Apache camp. They could now hear the guttural
voices of t he redskins as they conversed in low
tones. Wild quickly located the direction the
voices came from, and then he saw two Indians
standing at the side of a big rock.
They each had a rifle resting in the hollow of
the arm, and it was easy for him to guess that
they were doing guard duty. They conversed for
a minute or t wo, and then parted company, taking opposite directions. When the young deadshot saw one of them was approaching the very
spot where they were crouching, he got ready for
business. It might be that he would pass them
unnoticed. If he did happen to see them he
would have to be silenced without delay. As he
drew within thirty feet of them Wild knew that
he was bound to come directly upon them, unless
he changed hi s course very quickly. The young
deadshot gripped the barrel of his revolver. He
did not want to kill the Indian, for he never
liked to do that without it was really necessary.
The Apache kept en walking that way, and a
few seconds later it seemed that he would actually stumble over the boy who was lying there
close to the ground. But no! As quick as a
fl.ash Young Wild West leaped to his feet, and .
down came the heavy butt of the revolver upon
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the Indian's head. Thud! Thud! There was
a low gasp as the redskin staggered back, and
then before he could fall of his own accord, Wild
had caught him and let him drop to the ground
gently. It was /Jut the wo:rk of a couple of
minutes to gag and bind the redskin. Our hero
had brought a lariat with him to be used for
some such purpose if it were required, so when
the Chinaman had assist, d him to do the work
there was no chance for the redskin to get away
from the spot. But after thinking it over for a
few seconds Wild decided that it would be better
to carry him somewhere where he would not be
discovered by the · other guard. This was soon
done, and then the three again proceeded to move
_
cautiously toward the camp.
A minute later they were lying behind a big
rock from which they could see the entire camp.
Wild took in the scene with a quick glance. He
came to the conclusion that there were about
fifty Apaches there. This meant that they numbered about a hundred, aU told. Nothing was to
be seen of Anna or Eloise, so the boy concluded
that they must be confined in one of the tepees.
Then he began to look about, studying everything he saw carefully. The result was that he
easily picked out the tepee the captives must be
in. It was the one close to the lodge of Red
Eagle, the chief. Two redskins were seated upon
the ground before it, and they must be guarding
the captives. The distance to this tepee was
probably a hundred feet from where our friends
were crouching.
"The1;e is where they ·are, Et," said our hero
in a low whisper, as he pointed to the tepee that .
was being guarded by the two braves. "Now
then, if we are going to make a rescue of it we
have got to be very cal'eful. If the girls were
only in the tepee of the chief it would be much
easier, since I am confident that I could creep up
to that and get inside without being discoverea.
But with the other one it is different."
"Don't do anythin ~ rash, Wild," the girl advised. "We might better wait, rather than get
captured ourselves."
"You just leave it to me, Et. I am not going
to do anytl,ing rash. I am going to save Anna
and Eloise, with Hop's help, of s:ourse."
Then he leaned over and whispered to the
clever Chinaman:
"You get some of your fireworks ready ri~ht
away. I want you to creep up as close to that
big fire in front of the chief's l~dge as you can.
I'll go right with you. and Arietta will remain
here. When I raise my hand I want you to
make a>S big an explosion a s nossible. As soon as
you do this you can set off some of your other
fireworks and Jet them go shooting around
through the camp. Do you understand?"
"Me undelstandee," was the whispered reply
from Hop.
.
"All right, then. Go ahead."
Hop now began moving forward in a stealthy
manner. Wild paused long enough to tell Arietta
to remain right where she was until she saw a
chance to do something that would help them
in the rescue, and then he started after the Chinaman. The open spot was crossed with safety by
both of them, and then it was that our hero quickly joined Hop. The chief's lodge was now within
fifteen feet of them, while the fire was not more
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than twenty feet from it. Our hero measured the
distance with his eye, and then he pointed to the
fire and nodded at Hop. The Chinaman nodded
and then drew something from his pocket. This
was nothing more or less than a big home-made
cracker. Though it was rather roughly made, it
would certainly make as loud an explosion as if
it had been manufactured at a fireworks establishment. Hop raised it ready to show Wild that
he was ready. Then it was that he received the
.
signal to let it go.
As Hop's arm went back to hurl the cracker
into the blazing fire Young Wild West started to
creep toward the tepee he thought the girls were
imprisoned in. He kept watching the Chinaman,
however, and when he saw the object go from
his hand and drop squarely into the fire he knew
the time had come to act. Several of the Apaches
heard the sound as the object fell into the fire
and they ran forward to see what it meant.
Bang! An explosion as loud as that of a small
cannon rang out, and the burning embe1·s of the
fire were scattered in every direction, while the
air was filled with smoke and ashes.

CHAPTER V.-Charlie and Jim Ho'd the Camp.
Cheyenne Charlie and Jim Dart were not a· bit
afraid to remain at the camp, so as soon as Wild,
Arietta and Hop had taken their departure they
settled down to wait for· another attack from the
Indians. They both felt certain that it was
bound to come. But they had plenty of ammuniti<in, and in addition to the weapons they were
using, there were three Winchesters among their
supplies. The young deadshot always saw to it
that they had extra rifles and revolvers with
them, for it very often happened that they lost
those they had upon them.
"I reckon it will be a good idea to make that
heathtn of a cook do som9 firin'. too," said the
scout, when· he had finished reloading the magaEine of his rifle. "He might be able ter hit somethin' by chance, if for no other reason."
"That's right, Charlie," Dart answered, with a
nod of approval, "He can fire a gun all right;
though I have never seen him handle a rifle."
"Well, I'll jest sorter break him in, see if I
don't."
Wing was lying upon the ground close to a
rock, where he could not possibly be hit by a
bullet, unless it happened that the Indians managed to get right into the camp. The scout crept
over to him.
"Now then," said Charlie, as he placed a rifle
in his hand, "do rer see that bush over there
that looks somethm' like a man?"
He pointed through a crevice in the barricade
as he spoke, and Wing soon acknowledged that
•
he saw it.
"All right, then. Now git right down on yer
stomach, push ther rifle -through this little openin', an' let me see yer hit that bush. I kin tell
whether yer do it or not, 'cause I'll keep a mighty
sharp watch on it."
"Allee light, Misler Charlie," answe1·ed the cook,
faindy. "Me tly, so be."
Wing seemed to realize that it was of the
•1tmost importance that he should do his best, so
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he shut his left eye, and holding the butt of the
stock tightly to his shoulder he took sight on
the bush and pulled the trigger. Crang! As the
report rang out the watchful scout saw a portion
of the bush tremble.
"Good boy, Wing!" he exclaimed, in a low tone
of voice. "I reckon that's a blamed sight better
than that rascal of a brother of yours could do.
Jest try that again."
Crang ! Wing again fired. Charlie was certain that he hit the bush again, and he was
·fairly delighted.
"Now then," said the scout, "you jest lay there
as comfortable like as yer kin an' wait. It ain't
g:oin' ter be very long afore they'll be a . lively
time of it around here, you kin bet your life on
that."
But it was a rather long time, in spite of what
Charlie said. Half an hour passed and nothing
was heard of the Indians. When ten minutes
more had elapsed they heard the unmistakable
sounds of approaching horses. Whether it was
the band of redskiris that had attacked them before running with the horses Wild had stampeded
or reinfortements coming, our friends did not
know. But they got ready to fir(), just the same.
After an interval of perhaps five minutes an
-imitation of the call of a night-bird sounded to
the right. This was immediately answered from
.a group of thick bushes to the left. Charlie and
Jim were both confident that either of the spots
the call came fr6m could not be more than fifty
yards distant from where they were.
"1:ay low, Wing, an' keep your eyes open," admonished the scout.
"Allee light, Misler Charlie," the cook replied
in a voice that trembl£d slightly: "Me shootee
velly muchee stlaight, so be."
Again there was a short silence. Then a single
warwhoop sounded almost directly in front of
them, and at a distance of probably a hundred
yards. The words were scarcely out of his
mouth before an answering shout came from a
dozen or more throats. Jim Dart gave a nod of
satisfaction.
"There are not so many of them, after all,
Charlie," he whispered. "It's the same. old gang,
They had not heen joined by any more of ·the
Apaches yet."
Then a shot ca.,ne from the left. The three
crouching behind the barricade heard the sound
of the bullet as it cut the branches over their
heads. Crang I A shot came from the right
this time, and the thud of the bullet, as it flatten against a rock sounded plainly. Then a volley came from over the rocks· tjiat were directly
in front of the camp. This continued fo-r over
a minute, but none of the bullets could possibly
hurt the three. It must have been tantalizing
to the Apaches because our friends did not answer their shots, for they again sent a volley at
the camp. But they were simply wasting their
ammunition. A few scattered shots followed the
volley, and then suddenly another yell sounded.
"Here they come I" exclaimed the scout, nodding his head as though he were ]?leased. "Now
then, you pig-tailed heathen, you Jest make sure
that you have got an Injun covered every time
yer pull that trigger. Do yer understand?"
"Me undelstandee, Misler Charlie."
Ten seconds later the moving forms of the ad-
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vancing redskins could be seen in the starlight.
Craf\g, crang ! Charlie and Jim fired almost
simultaneously. Crangl Then Wing let up. Both
Charlie and Jim were satisfied that his bullet hit
the mark, and they were more than pleased.
They continued to fire until each had fired half
a dozen shots, while Wing let go as many as four.
That settled the redskins, as far as that attack
was ooncerned. They started to retreat after the
first three shots rang out, and they left three o!
• their companions upon the ground as they did so.
But before they got to cover half a dozen more
of them met the same fate. The Apaches remained very quiet after that, and it was not
until nearly an hour later that they heard any
sounds that would indicate that they were still
in the vicinity. Then the clatter of hoofs sounded
off to the left, and they knew that others were
coming to join the force that was beselging
them. They heard the horses come to a bait,
and then the jabbering of many guttural voices
sounded from behind the rocks.
"They're gittin' ready," said the scout, nodding
his head. "But that's all right; we ain't gittin'
ready; we are ready. Let 'em come."
The words were scarcely out of his mouth when
a fierce yell sounded, and then a force of probably thirty-five Apaches came rushing from the
cover of the , rocks, firing and yelling as they
did so. Then it was that Charlie and Jim did a
fearful execution with their rifles. Wing kept
firing as fast as he ought, though he was not
nearly as handy with the weapon as were his two
companions. The redskin s fell right and left, and
though some of them managed to get within twenty feet of the barricade, t~t was all their fierce
attack amounted to. They fell back in dismay,
and the leaden messengers of death kept pouring
into their ranks.
"Whoopee, whoopee!" the scout yelled at the
top of his voice. "I reckon we've won. Wow,
wow! Whoopie, whoopie, whoopie !"
Such proved to be the case. The r einforcements sent there by Red Eagle did not seem to
take very kindly to that sort of fighting, and in
spite of the entrea ties of John Running Quail to
renew the attack they remained seated upon the
ground at a safe distance from the camp of our
friends. After a wait of perhaps half an hour
Cheyenne Charlie decided to leave the camp and
try and find out what the Apaches meant to do
next.
"It won't do ter wait here this way, Jim," he
declared. "There's too much on my mind fer
that. I want ter know what's goin' ter be done
by ther red galoots, an' then they'll look a lot
easier ter me. We mu stn't worry about ther
gals, Jim. Wild will find a way ter save 'em, I
feel sartin. He's got mighty good help with him,
yer know. Arietta kin do a lot sometimes, an'
that Hop generally does his part, an' more, too."
"That's right, Charlie," Dart answered. "But
I can't help worrying about the girls. Eloise is
rathe).' timid you know."
"Yes, but she ain't ther one as will faint an' go
on about it. She's been catched afore, yer know.
so· has Anna. Oh! I reckon they'll be all right
till Wild gits 'em. Now, you jest lay low, an'
I'll sneak around and hear what ther blamed
redskins is talkin' about. They ain't very far
sway, yer know."
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"No, they are not very far away, Charlie.
We can hear their voices, and they are talking
rather low, too. But you had better be mighty
careful how you go to creeping up to them. Theymay be waiting for something like that to happen, you know."
"All right; if they are they'll think they've been
stung by a hornet afore I'm through with 'em."
Charlie moved in a very stealthy manner. Silently he pursued his way and in a very few
minutes he was quite close enough to hear the
voices of the Apaches and distinguish their forms
between the clusters of briars and bushes that
grew thick there. The scout did not attempt
to get any nearer. He heard two or three of
the redskins talking in English, and one of them
he knew to be John Running Quail. As the
scout listened he became much interested. He
found that one of the Apaches talking with the
young chief had just arrived. But when Charlie
heard him say that the men belonging to the
Seventh Cavalry were camped at the lower end
of Red Ravine he grew more interested than ever.
He knew where Red Ravine was, as he had been
through it more than once. It lay about twelve
miles to the south and ran in crooked fashion toward the Colorado River. He listened a while
longer, and then hearing nothing of what the
Apaches intended to do in the case of himself and
friends, Charlie went back to the camp.
"They don't appear ter be goin' ter do anything, Jim," he reported. "But I found out where
ther men of ther Seventh is. They're in Reel
Ravine."
CHAPTER VI.-The Rescue of the Girl3 and
What Happened.
Wi1d did not wait an instant after the explosion sounded. He started on a run for the
tepee that was being guarded by the two Indians.
His hand clutched the overhanging lap, and dashing it aside he lowered his head and stepped right
in.
.
"Hello!" h.e said, in a whisper. "I am here to
save you."
,
A low cry of joy was the response, and then
our hero knew the girls were there. He knew
he must act quickly. It was necessary for him
to strike a match, so he could see what he was
doing, and he lost no time about it. As the tiny
flame illuminated the interior of the tepee he
saw Anna and Eloise sitting upon the ground.
About their waist s stout thongs had been fastened and these passed around the hooked sl ake
that was driven into the ground, so it was impossible fo,· the girls to pull it up, even if r~1ey
felt that they dared to leave the tepee. ·w ild's
hunting knife was brought into play instantly.
Two quick slashes and the girls were free. Theu
he quickly picked up a couple of blankets, and
whispered:
"Put these around you and follow me. Corne
on; we have not a moment to lose."
It bad all been done very quickly. Less than
a minute had elapsed from the time Wild ente1·ed
the tepee before he left it, followed by the two
girls. The experience Anna and Eloise had had
since they had been in the Wild West was worth
a lot to them just now. They followed the dash-
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ing yo1;1ng deadshot readily and without making
any noise. Our hero led them to a rock that was
quite large enough to coneeal them all from the
view of the e~ited Apaches. It was really surprising to them that they could get there without being discovered, but such was the case. But
the escape was not assured quite yet. No one
knew this better than Young. Wild West. However, the worst port of it had been done, he
thought, and that meant that all there was to do
now was to reach Arietta and the horses and
ride away as swifty as possible. Of course the
horses would be subjected to a double burden,
but that was nothing much to be considered.
Wild's sorrel was quite able to bear more than
the double weight of Anna, while Arietta's could
no doubt go a long distance before getting tired.
The three ran on around, and before they got
to the hol'ses Arietta met them. She whispered
two or three words to the rescued girls, and then
seizing Eloise by the arm half dragged her to
her horse. As they reached the ·spot where the
/ horses had been left they found Hop there waiting for them.· The clever Chinee had immediately
-left after hurling the cracker into the fire. He
had not stopped to shoot off any of his other fireworks, since he -saw Wild had reached the tepee
as he hastened away. ·All hands were quickly
upon the backs of the horses, and then they
started from the spot, the sounds of the excited
voices of the Indians ringing in their ears. It
was not until they had covered nearly half a mile
that they heard savage yells in the rea:;.· of them.
Then they knew the escape had been discovered.
On they rode, and a few minutes later the yells
of the Apaches sounded further away.
"I reckon they have taken a different direction, or else they have given it up," said our
hero, with a chuckle. "That was a very clever
thing we did, I think. But it was Hop's cracker
that made it possible to effect the rescue. How
was it you did not shoot any fireworks off, Hop?"
"Me see you gittee to um tepee, so be, so me
tlinkee me bettee lun back to um horses," was
the reply.
On they rode and gradually the distance that
separated them f:com the camp was lessened.
But the horses were quite capable of it, as we
have already said, so without slackening their
pace they reached the near vicinity of the camp.
Then all dismounted and started cautiously ahead
on foot, leading the horses. When they were within a couple of hundred feet of the camp Wild gave
the signal. Much to his satrsfaction it was answered promptly by Cheyenne Charlie.
"I reckon they're all right. yet, anyhow," he
said, in a low whisper. "Now then, come on. _ It
may be that some of the Apaches will see us before we get behind the barricade, but we have got
to take our chances on that."
Holding his revolver ready to shoot at an instant's notice, the dashing young deadshot went
on ahead, taking care to keep Arietta -on the side
that was least dangerous. Anna a!!d Eloise kept
there, too, while Hop came on behind, leadip.g the
other two horses and walking between them. Just
as they were within about fifty feet of the camp
a savage yell sounded from off to the right.
Crang, crang! Two shots were fired from the
camp almost instantly, and Wild knew that Charlie and Jim were responsible for them. They
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had no doubt fired to keep back the Indians from
making an attack upon those who were approaching. ' But a few seconds later the danger was
over. Our friends reached the camp in safety.
To say that Charlie and Jim were delighted when
they found Anna and Eloise were again with
them would- be exp1·essing it altogether too mildly. They now felt as though the greatest part of
the danger was over with, even though they knew
there were so many of the redskins lying in concealment close at hand.
"Well, boys, you certainly did hold the camp all
right," said Wild, a minute or two later as he got
alongside his partners. "I suppose they mAde it
pretty warm for you, though, didn't they?"
"They sartinly did," the scout replied: "They
come putty close to gittin' here once, but there
was three of us firin', yer know, an' they was
mighty glad to git away again."
"Three of you firing!" echoed the youn"' dead7
"'
shot, in surprise.
''Yes. It sorter struck me that it would be a
good idea to break Wing in, so I done it. I know
for a fact that he killed one of ther redskins,
too."
"Lat velly stlange," spoke up Hop, who over- .
heard the whispered conversation. "My fool
blother allee samee shootee um led skin?"
"Yes, he did, Hop," Jim hastened to reply. "He
took to it nicely, after Charlie told him just what
-to do. He don't shut both eyes when he fires, like
you do."
A chuckle of satisfaction came from the cook
just then, and Hop, completely stumped remained
silent. The scout quickly explained h~w easy it
had been to break the Chinaman in to the use of
,.
a rifle.
"Well, I reckon that was a good idea, Charlie,"
our hero declared. "But I never thought of doing such a thing, since I have several times seen
Wing trying to use a Winchester. It always
seemed that he was afraid to pull the trigger."
"Well, I reckon he sorter come to ther conclusion t~at he h:ad ~er ·do somet_hing, or be scalped
by lnJuns this time," Charlie said laughingly.
"Anyhow, he got right down to business an' he
sartinly did plug one of ther red galoots ~traight
through ther heart. It wasn't no _accident, either,
for he hit a bush over there twice afore that. If
he could do that he could sartinly hit a redskin,
yer know, especially when he wasn't more than
twenty-five feet from him."
"Well, I reckon he will have a chance to hit
some more of them before very long, for the
whole gang will be here pretty soon."
"Wild," said the scout, as a thought struck
him all at once, do yer know what I think would
be ther best thing to do?"
"What is that, Charlie?"
"Leave this spot right away. I forgot to tell
yer that I was sneakin' around ther Injuns over
there, an' I heard one of 'em say that he had jest
come in from a scoutin' trip, an' that he had
found thei- Seventh Cavalry camped in Red Ravine. You know where that is. It ain't more than
twelve miles from here, yer know."
"That's right, Charlie," the young deadshot answered, showing great interest.
"VJ'ell, s'pose we manage to sneak away from
here an' light out for Red Ravine? Ther Injuns
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sartinly mean to clean up ther Seventh Cavalry,
or what's left of 'em. You know that as well as
I do. If we could manage to git away from here
an' j'in 'em we might save 'em, an' be saved ourselves a.t ther same time."
"By jingo, Charlie! That's one of the best suggestions I ever heard you make," declared the
dashing young deadshot warmly. "I reckon we'll
act upon it right away. Hop, you and Wing get
at work right away and take down the tents. You
can keep behind the rocks over there as you lead
the pack-horses, and in case the redskins attack
us before you are through you won't l'Un much of
a risk of getting hit. Huny up now; get to work
at once."
Cheyenne Charlie was so pleased to know that
his suggestion was going to be acted upon that
he could not refrain from letting out his old familiar cowboy whoop. The hiding Apaches must
have thought he gave utterance to it ·for the ,purpose of tantalizing them, for a series of savage
yells immediately sounded. Wild did not like this
very much, for he knew that if Red Eagle and
the rest of his band were anywhere near by they
_ would surely hear the yells, and they would be
urged to come at a faster gait. But he was satisfied that if they worked quickly they might
make their escape and get on their way to join the
cavalrymen, who were camped in Red Ravine
somewhere.
It was necessary for some one to keep a watch
while the work of leading the pack-horses was
going on, but Wild decided that he could do it
alone, so he told Charlie and Jim to jump in and
assist the two Chinamen. The result was that in
much quicker time than might be supposed the
two pack-horses were loaded with their outfit and
supplies. The most dangerous part of it all was
to come now, for the Indians must be surely
watching the camp closely, and that meant that
'.they could not fail to see them as they left the
spot. But Wild suddenly thought of a plan that
might enable them to get away without being
seen.
"Hop," said he, "I· l'eckon you had better get
out a couple of those big firecrackers of yours. I
want you to use the kind that make a lot of
smoke, do you understand?"
"Me undelstand, Misler Wild," was the quick
reply of the clever Chinaman.
"Well, all right. Just get them ready, and
• when you have lighted the fuses I want you to
throw them ~s far over there as you possibly
can. Tae reports will give the redskins a surprise, of course, and the smoke will give us a
chance of getting away without being seen. You
might keep some of the crackers going for two or
three minutes, so they won't be able to hear us as
we ride away."
"Allee light, Misler Wild. Me do whattee you
say. Me undelstand velly muchee."
In a very few minutes they were ready to leave
the spot. The girls mounted and wi,.th Jim Dart
and Wing in charg~f the two pack-horses, and
ready to lead the way, Wild was satisfied that no
better time could be had than the present.
"Let your fireworks go; Hop," he whispered.
At that very moment the clatter of hoofs sounded from the direction of the Indian camp. The
rest of the Apaches were coming. Hop had already lighted his cigar, so he would have an easy
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means of touching off his crackers. He quickly
lighted the fuses of two, and then hurled them
as far as he could away from the spot. Bangbang ! Two loud explosions sounded, and then
·away went Jim and Wing, leading the packhorses behind them. The girls followed them
closely, and then Wild, Charlie and Hop quickly
swung themselves Upon the backs of their horses
and rode away.
There was plenty of smoke to arise, so it was
impossible for any of the Indians to see their
movements. But Hop kept right on lighting and
hurling the crackers until he reached the edge of
the camp. Then he ceased, for he knew enough to
realize that the Apaches might awaken to the
fact th'lt they were leaving if he kept on after
getting away from the spot. It was a very clever
ruse, and the result was that our friends were
nearly a qu~rter of a mile ay;ay when they heard
the Indians beginning to §hoot. Volley after volley rang out, and Young Wild West and his partners could not help smiling, since they knew the
redskins must be shooting at the spot where they
had been camped, under the impression that they
were still there.
"Well, I reckon that's pretty good, boys," our
hero declared, as he rode up and joined his sweetheart. "Now then, we'll keep right on going for
Red Ravine. I reckon we know the way there."
"Oh, yes, Wild," the scout answered. "We've
been there afore, yer know. It ain't more than
six months ago that we was up this way an' had
a little trouble with ther Apaches."
Satisfied that they were now comparatively.
safe, our friends kept along at a swift gallop. In
a little while they no longer could hear any
shouting or other sounds made by the Apaches.
"Now then," said Arietta, "if we can only find
the cavalrymen, I think we will get out of this
scrape rather easily. Though the Apaches have
no doubt given them a hard time of it,·there must
be some of them capable of fighting."
"'l'hat's right, Et," the young deadshot answered. "If they only have ammunition enough
left I reckon we'll manage to give Red Eagle and
his crowd more than they want. The chances are
they will soon be on our trail, for when they find
that no shots come from the place we left they
will ventuxe to it to make an investigation. But
that may be a good while, since they have been
punished so much that they will be very careful
how they go there."
·
"We won't hear nothin' more of 'em to-night,
you kin bet on that," declared the scout. "They
might come along in time to tackle us jest afore
it gits daylight, though. But oy that time we
oughter be .with ther cavalrymen, if that galoot
of an Injun scout told ther truth. He must have
been tellin' ther truth, though, 'cause he was
makin' a report to John Runnin' Quail, who's a
chief under Red Eagle, I reckon. Come on, everybody. Take it easy! I r~ckon it's goin' ter be all
· right, anyhow."
CHAPTER VIL-At the Camp of the Seventh.
The Indian scout had reported correctly when
Cheyenne Charlie overheaxd him telling John
Running Quail about the Seventh Cavalry. The
fact was that there wei'e just thirty-three en-
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camped among the rocks at Red Ravine. Of the all right now. We have had a little h'ouble with
thirty-three, four were dangerously wounded, Red Eagle and his gang, too, but we have manthey having had a rather disastrous conflict with ageg to hold them off, and no one is hurt in our
Red Eagle and sixty of his braves. They might party, either."
easily have defeated the redskins had it not been . "Young Wild West!" exclaimed a young officer,
that they were caught in an ambush.
as he ran forward and put out his hand. "I guess
Nearly half their horses shot down in the I have seen you before," he added. "Say! but I
brief battle that ensued, the brave cavalrymen don't know of any one I would rather see just now
had finally managed to drive the red fiends off. than you. I am very glad you have come. How
This happened the day before the opening of our many are with you?"
story, and satisfied that he would need more
"My two partners and the girls and our Chinabraves before he could successfully cope with men," Wild replied, as he shook him warmly by
what was left of the gallant Seventh, Red Eagle the hana. "But that's all right. I reckon we can
had hastened to find a party of forty he knew do a whole lot, when it comes to fighting redcould not be so very far away. It was the signal skins."
fires of the two parties that our friends had seen
"Oh, yes. You and your partners- are equal to
before they went into camp at the opening of our any dozen men I ever saw," declared the officer,
story. The cavalrymen had gone as far as it was who was Lieutenant William Strong.
advisable, since four men were wounded so
The captain Gf the Seventh, as we shall call the
seriously that nothing but death could result un- little band of brave cavalrymen, had been shot in
less they 'r emained quiet. So they picked out a a battle with the Apaches a few months before,
sheltered spot in the wide ravine and decided to and though he had never been p1·omoted to that
remain there and give the wounded a chance to rank, the lieutenant was in command, and had
recover, at the same time hoping that help would been since that time. Promotion comes in a slow
arrive. It was just about ten o'clock in the eve- way sometimes, and this was his case. The only
ning on the day following the ambush when officers he had with him were the color se1·geant
Young Wild West and his friends rode up the and two corporals, and as they came forward they
ravine and were halted by one of the sentries of were quickly made acquainted with Young Wild
the brave band of cavalrymen.
West, who, in turn, iRtroduced his partners and
"Who goes there?" was the query, and when the girls. Charlie, who was somewhat of a surour hero promptly answered "Young Wild West," _ geon, he having picked up a great deal during his
he suddenly gave an -exclamation of joy.
many campaigns while employed as a government
Nearly every soldier in that part of the coun- scout, insisted on having a look at the wounded
try had seen or heard of Young Wild West, the men right away.
dashing young deadshot and prince of the saddle.
"Maybe I might be able to do something for
It happened .that this man was one of those -W?O 'em," he said to the lieutenant.
had seen the boy several times, and as he told hu~
"We shall be glad to have you do it then," was
to come forward he immediately recognized him. the reply. "We are lacking a surgeon, which
"We heard that you were here somewhere, so makes it rather bad."
we thought we would come o'lfer and help you,"
Then while Wild was telling the officers all
said Wild, in his cool and easy way. "How many about their experiences with the Indians during
are there of you, anyhow?"
the past few hours the scout looked the wounded
"Just thirty-three, Young Wild West," was the men over and succeeded in relieving their sufferreply. "But come on. Pass right on, all of you." ing somewhat. They were very grateful to him
"Come on," said Wild, turning to his followers. for it, as might be supposed. Charlie always car"r reckon everything is all right. We got here a ried salve and ointments,
as well as linen to make
little sooner than we thQllght. There was no tell- bandages, his experience having taught him that.
ing just how far we had to go to find the Sev- He had what the cavalrymen did not possess, since
enth."
they had suffered badly, and had been forced to
"I'm mighty glad we're here, ·too," Cheyenne retreat as best they could after the sudden attack
Charlie retorted. "But since we've got here putty had been made upon them by the villainous
quick ther chances is that Red Eagle an' his band Apaches. Though the addition to their forces did
won't' be very long follerin' us. It might be that not amount to much, as far as numbers were conthey'll stay around where we was camped for as cerned, the cavalrymen were given much, hope.
long as an hour, but they'll surely find out in that They seemed to regard Young Wild West as betime that we ain't there."
ing one far above the ordinary class of Indian
As Wild rode around an 3.l}gle of rock l.e came fig·hters, and with his two pa1tners to help him,
upon the camp of the cavalrymen. It ;Vas par~ly they knew he could do a whole lot. But the fact
situated in a big hollow under the cliffs, which that the Indians were heading that way, and were
might have been called a cave. Rocks almost likely to arrive at any time made them slightly
completely surrounded it, so that ft was n~cessary nervous.
Lieutenant Strong remarked someto ride in single file to get between them m order thing to this effect, and Wild looked at him and
to enter the camp proper. The_ smolderin_g em- smiled.
bers of a fire lit up the scene dimly, but it was
"Don't be the least bit alarmed, lieutenant," the
easy for our friends to see ~he cavalrymen a_s they boy said, in his cool and easy way. "You have
arose to their feet and waited to see who it was got a mighty fine place here. Why, I really bethat had arrived there.
lieve we could hold it against three or four hun"Hello, bo-y:s!" said the young deadshot, as he dred of the red galoots. These rocks here afford
dismounted. "I reckon you have been in a pretty an excellent protection, and you can bet that Red
bad way, if what we have managed to hear from Eagle and his gang will never get over them
the Apa£hes is correct. But everything will be alive."
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"Yes, it's a fine place, no. doubt," the officer replied. "Nearly half of us 1-iad to walk after we
drove off the Apaches, and when we came to this
spot it seemed to us that we could not find a better one, so we stopped right here."
"Well, I reckon it's all right. You have got a
stream of water tumbling down the rocks right
here, too, and there's grass and moss for the
horses. How are you fixed for rations?"
"That's the worst part of it," and the lieutenant shook his head. "We only had four days' rations when we left the fort, and we have been
- out five days now, so you can imagine just how
we are fixed in that way. But we have enough to
last a day or two, by going at it carefully."
"Well, I reckon we have got quiet a lot of provisions in our outfit," said the boy, nodding his
head as though he felt that there would be nothing to worry about on that score. "There ought
to be some game around here, too."
"Oh, yes.. I suppose there is. But we have not
thought it safe to venture far enough from the
camp to get a shot at anything."
"Well, you can bet I'll find a way to get some
to-mo1·row morning, unless the redskins get here
and decide to wait and try and starve us out. But
even if thev do that I will shoot some game, anyhow. I reckon it wouldn't be such hard work to
get to the top of the cliff over there."
"Well, if any one can do it, you can, Young
Wild West," declared tha lieutenant admiringly.
''l_ know your reputation quite well, and I have
seen you do things, too."
It was not long before the two Chinamen had
put up the tents under the overhanging cliff, and
then the girls retired. Wild soon saw that the
majority of the cavalrymen were in good condition and quite able to stand guard duty, so he
decided that it would be a good idea to turn in,
and for his partners to do so, too. After advising
the lieuetnant to see to it that his very best men
were posted on guard duty he sought his tent and
was soon fast asleep. It was evident that the
Apaches were longer in discovering that our
friends had vacated the spot where they had
camped than it was thought they would be, for
the night passed and the sun arose the morning
following· without any signs of them appearing.
Wild and his partners were up with the sun, and
while Charlie was looking after the wounded our
hero picked up his rifle and turning to Jim, said:
"There's no telling just how long we may have
to stay here. You know as well as I do that the
four wounded men are not fit to be removed, so
that means that we have got to stay here and help
the cavalrymen fight the Apaches. I reckon that
now will be as good a time as any to go and look
for some game. We will need it, I think, Jim."
"That's right, Wild," Dart replied, and then he
quickly got his rifle.
They soon informed the lieutenant of what their
intention was, and then without further delay
they started to climb to the top of t~e cliff. Above
and beyond it for a mile or two the sloping surface of the ground was covered with trees and
bushes. There was .no doubt but that there were
all sorts of small game there, and possibly something in the way of elks, too: But they were out
for anything that they could get so long as it
was grJod to eat. They were not going out shooting ju~t for the sport of it, but from dire neces-

THE

"SEVENTH"

. 13

sity. In a very short time they had climbed to
the top of the cliff, and then they found traveling
quite easy. A few minutes later they reached a
!hick patch of woods wh~re the ur:dergrowth greyv
m a tangled mass, and rt was with no little difficulty that they forced their way through it.
But they kept on, and soon reached a more open
spot. Then it was that they found that they were
not mistaken in thin,king that game abounded
there. A young stag suddenly leaped from a
crag that was obscured from their view behind a
group of trees and bounded away like a flash.
But as quick as the animal was, Young Wild West
was ready for him. His Winchester flew to his
shoulder, and taking a quick aim he pulled the
trigger. Crang! As the sharp report broke the
stillness of the early morning the stag gave a
mighty leap into the air and then went tumbling
down the rocky slope, landing within a hundred
feet of where the boys were standing.
"I reckon that's all right, Jim," said Wild, as he
started forward, hunting knife in hand. "Come
on. Maybe we had better work swiftly, as that
shot might have attracted the attention of the
redskins this way, in case they are near enough to
hear it."
"That's right, Wild," Da1·t retorted, and the
next minute the two had reached the fallen stag,
and were making it ready to be taken to the camp.
They did not stop to skin it, since that would
take them too long, so ·Wild assisted Jim to get it
over his shoulder and started him off down the
descent.
"You can call for some one to come up and get
it, and then come back and join me," he said.
"All right," was the reply.
Then Wild struck off to the left for a dense
thicket, where he thought there might be some
more t_o shoot. He had just Teaehed the edge of
the thicket when he saw a small cedar not far
ahead of him move slightly. As there was no
wind to cause it, the bov instantly came to the
conclusion that there was an enemy close by.
Quickly dropping to his knees he crept along to
the right a few feet, and then finding an open
space through the bushes he fixed his eyes in the
direction of foe cedar and watched and waited. A
full minute elapsed, and then he suddenly saw a
bush move closer by.
"Redskins!" he exclaimed, under his breath. '
"So they are a1·ound, are they? Well, it won't do
for me to-start back now. This fellow is no doubt
here alone trying to spy on the cavalry camp. I
reckon I'll have to fix him, so he can't go back
and make a report. Then the boy slung his rifle
over his shoulder and holding his revolver in his
right hand, started to cTeep toward the spot
where he, thought he would be apt to meet the red.
skin scout.
So carefully did he make his way that a bush
hardly stirred, nor did the least sound ensue. It
is said that an Indian cannot be beaten at such
work, but Young Wild West certainly was superior to any he had ever met, and he knew it,
too. There was no doubt but that the redskin had
seen him and Jim, so that ought to make him
more cautiou,; of his movements. But in spite of
this fact the bushes kept moving, all the while
showing that he was coming nearer and neareJ· t0
the boy who was creeping along to meet him.
When a minute had elapsed the two were so close
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together that their breathing might have been
heard, if they had not tried to keep it down. Our
hero was confident that the redskin did not know
that he was being approii,ched. He now came to
a halt and remained perfectly silent. Thirty seconds I-ater the bushes parted within six feet of
him, and then the tufted head of an Apache brave
appeared in full viewy
"St.op right where you a,re, 1·edskin," said the
boy in a low but firm voice, as he covered the
astonished Indian. ·"Make one little sound and it
will be the last thing you do on earth."
The Apache gave a startled grunt, and then
remained upon his hands and knees, not moving
his head backward an inch. He had been caught
dead to rights, and he probably realized it.
"Young Wild West!" he exclaimed, in a hoarse
whisper.
"Shut up," was the quick reply.
Wild did not want to run the risk of having a
struggle with the brave, so he decided to compel
him to accompany him until Jim showed up without making any unnecessary noise. .
"Redskin," said he, in his cool and easy way,
"do you want to live?"
"Ugh!" was the reply, in a very low tone of
voice, while he shook his head in the affirmative.
"Crawl right on down this way, then. Just remember that the least sign of a treacherous move
on your part will' mean your instant death. Do
you understand what I say?"
The Indian gave a nod, signifying .that he did.
"All right, get a move on you. Don't make too
much noise about it, either. I would just as lief
·
shoot you as I would a rattlesnake."
Just then Wild .heard the sounds of footsteps,
and he knew that Jim was coming in search of
him. But fearing that there might be more Indians about he did not call out. However, as the
Indian started to crawl in the direction he had indicated, he followed him until the edge of the
thicket was reached, and then he arose to his feet.
Jim was only a few yal'ds away, looking around
for a sight of his companion. The moment he
saw him he started for the spot.
"Easy, Jim," came the whispered warning.
"Don't make too much noise. I've caught a redskin, arid there may be more of them close by."
Dart gave a start, but quickly comprehended
what was up. The next minute he reached the
spot, and then while Wild kept the brave covered
with his revolver he proceeded to l'elieve him of
his weapons and tie his hands behind him.
"I reckon this sort of game is not fit to eat,
Jim," said our hero, smiling at his partner. "But
we will take him into camp, anyhow. I think we
did mighty well, since only one shot was fired
and we got a stag and a redskin, too."
"We certainly did mighty well, Wild," was the
reply.
A few minutes later they reached the camp under the cliff with their prisoner. Lieutenant
Strong was not a little surprised.
"A spy, eh?" he said.
"That's right, Lieutenant," our hero answered.
"I reckon it is a mighty good thing we went out
to shoot something. Now we can get ready for a
siege, I suppose."
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CHAPTER VIII.-Wild Sends a Message to Red
Eagle.
Young Wild West soon turned his attention to
the prisoner he had brought in with the help of

nm.
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"Well, redskin," said he, "I reckon you didn't
make ou.t very well, did you?"
The Apache remained sto;rical, not even looking
at the boy as the words were spoken.
"Can't talk, eh? Well, I reckon it makes little
difference whether you do or not. But just listen
to what I say. I am going to let you go back to
Red Eagle pretty soon. I want you to tell him
that we have enough provisions to last us a week,
and that if he tries to rout us from here he will
make the mistake of his life. If he insists on
keeping at us he will lose his braves two or three
at a time, for we will shoot them down as fast as
we see them. Do you hear what I say?"
"Ugh!" exclaimed the prisoner.
"Oh, you have found tlie use of your tongue,
eh? I suppose it brightened you .up a little when
you heard me say I was going to let you go. Well,
you tell Red Eagle that Young Wild West is on
the war-path, and that he is going to keep up the
fight as long as there is a redskin left around
here. Do you understand that?"
"Me. hear what you say, Young Wild West."
"Well, are you going to tell the chief what I
say?"
"Me tell Red Eagle what you say."
"All right, then; I reckon you can go."
"Hold on, Wild," spoke up Cheyenne Charlie.
"What's ther use of lettin' ther red galoot go?
He'll only make one more to fight ag'in us."
"That's right, Charlie. One more won't count
for much in a game like this. We have a mighty
good position here, and I reckon we can shoot
the Apaches just as fast as they are of a mind to
show themselves. This fellow now knows just
how we are situated, and the chances are the
knowledge will make the redskins proceed with
more caution. But we don't care about that. We
will get them fast enough, whether they come
with a rush or ti-y to pick us off at a distance."
"All right, Wild. I reckon you know what's
best," and the scout shrugged his shoulders and
gavE: a nod of approval.
"Yes, Young Wild West knows the best way to
do it," spoke up Lieutenant Strong, though it was
evident that if he had his way about it the Indian
would not be set at liberty.
But the fact was that the Jieµtenant placed the
utmost confidence in our hero and his friends, and
he was ready to agree with anything the young
deadshot said.
"It was hardly necessary to bring him here,"
he said, after a pause, looking at Wild.
"Oh, yes, it was, lieutenant," was the quick
reply. "I wanted him to see just how we were
situated, you know."
.
"Ah, I see."
"By doing that the chances are that the
Apaches will keep further away from us. Of
course they will try to star\;e us out, but don't
have any fear 'about that happening. I promise
you that w,_e will get them before the day is over.
There are eighty or rhOJ:e of them, I know. But
that makes no difference. You can bet all you're
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worth that there won't be half that number when
the sun sets this day."
The captured Apache understood every word
of this and he watched our hero as he spoke,
something like admiration showing in his dark
eyes. Since Wild had made up his mind to give
the redskin his liberty he now walked up ·to him
and untied the rope that held his hands behind
him.
"There you are, redskin,"· he said, smiling at
him. "Now then, I reckon you can go back and
report to your chief."
"Ugh!" was tile reply, and without waiting a
second the released prisoner started to walk from
the camp.
Our friends and tl:;ie cavalrymen watched him .
until he· disappeared behind the rocks.
"Well, I must say you are awfully generous,
Young Wild West," the color sergeant observed,
as he came over to our he-:ro. "There isn't one of
a thousand who would have let that redskin go."
"Well, perhaps it is only giving him a little
longer lease of life," was the reply. "If he is
wise he wo11't come back again. But you can bet
that he is not wise enough for that. He did not
appreciate it one bit. I didn't expect he would,
in fact. I wanted him to see just how strong
we are, and how well we are situated to resist
an attack. That will make a whole lot of difference, you know. If the redskins didn't know
this they might make a desperate charge and
some of them get here. If it came to close quarters some of us might get killed or wounded.
But now it is different. · They won't do that.
They will be very cautious in the way they act,
which will make it all the better for us."
"I see, I see," and the man nodded. "I never
thought of that before. You certainly know you1·
business, Young Wild West."
"If he don't, no one ever did," declared Cheyenne Charlie. "Wild ain't nothin' but a boy, but
he's got a bead on him that's got more in it
than any man I ever seen. I've seen generals
and colonels, an' I've talked with 'em, too. But
I never seen one yet as had half ther brains
that Wild's got."
"Hold on, Charlie," spoke up our hero, laughingly. "I don't like that sort of flattery, you
know! You must not comp.are me with a general, or a colonel, either."
"Never mind, Wild. • I know what I'm talkin'
about," and the scout acted as though he meant
it, too.
"Well, I suppose the only thing we can do now
is to settle down and wait for the Apaches to
show up," said the lieutenant, after a pause.
"Yes, that's about the stze of it," Wild answered. "But in the meantime I reckon Charlie
and I will go on a little scouting trip. It will
be a good idea to find out just what the Apaches
mean to do, you know."
"Yes, I know that. But won't it be dangerous
for you to leave the camp just now?"
"Well, of course there's a little danger, lieutenant. But danger is something we like, you know.
We are used to it, in fact."
"Well, maybe it is not really necessary for you
to run the risk."
"I don't know about that. It will be wo1·Lh ti.
whole lot to us to knoww hat Red Eagle intends
to do."
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The lieutenant said no more. He had showed
his willingness to let the matter rest in the hands
of our hero, and he meant to do it. Charlie was
only too glad to accompany the young deadshot,
so they quickly got ready, and then left the camp,
taking their rifles with them and going on foot.
Wild thought it best to go to the top of the cliff,
so they did so. From some high point they
might be able to locate the band of Apaches.
There were so many bushes and rocks up there
that they could easily keep themselves hidden
from view of the redskins, should they be near
enough to see that far. Once at the top of the
cliff the two worked their way along in the directio.n the Apache had taken. When they had covered perhaps a quarter of a mile Wild halted
at the foot of a tall pine.
"I reckon I'll climb this tree and take a look
around, Charlie," he said.
"Good enough," the scout answered. "Go ahead,
Wild."
With his rifle slung on his back, the boy quickly
began climbing the tree. There were plenty of
limbs upon it, so he would be hidden pretty well
from the sight of anyone, and he went on up
with the agility of a squirrel. As he neared the
top of the tree the boy, who was keeping a watch
as he climbed, suddenly caught sight of the
Apaches. They were at a halt about a mile distant in the ravine.
"Ah)" he exclaimed, under his breath. "I
hardly thought they were as close as that. Now
then, I wonder how many there are of them,
anyhow?"
It was .impossible for him to count them with
anything like accuracy, but he soon came to the
conclusion that there were probably eighty all
told. He could see that half of them were armed
with rifles, and this meant that they could put
up quite a fight, if they only got the chance.
As he watched he saw the redskin they had liberated hastening in the direction of his companions.
He was yet a quarter of a mile away, and realizing that if they hurried he and Charlie might
get_ there almost as soon as the Indians, he quickly descended the pine and told the scout what
he had seen.
"Now then, come on, Charlie," he said. "I
reckon we'll do a little running, since I am well
satisfied that there are no more spies about."
"All right, Wild," was the reply, and then the
two started on a run alohg the high ground that
overhung the ravine.
As they did not have to use much caution,
they sped on swiftly until they were nearly close
enough to be heard by the Indians in the ravine.
Then they came down to a walk and p1·oceeded
along softly, holding their rifles ready to shoot
the instant it became necessary. In this manner
they continued on until they reached a point
that was almost directly above the w::iiting band
of Apaches. They could hear their guttural
voices, and it was easy to guess :}: at they were
commenting upon the message the Apach'! had
brought to the cim f. DTopr\ng upon their ·hanJs
and knees, the two crept forward to the edge of
the · steep cluff, Bushes and stunted cedars were
quite thick herr;i, eo they WGre running no ;iarticular rlsl~ in doing it. The next minute Wild
and Charlie were 1ying down and pee1w~ into
the ravine. Less than fifty feet below them the
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redskms were gather€d. The maj'.lrity of them
were standing or walking about, but a few wen.
·
sitting· down upon the rocks.
Old Red Eagle w.!S bCJUatted upon a big nimSOT' t.ianke~ that ha'.l. be:en spread out for that
purpose. A.,.ound him, ~'tting upo.1 their haunches, were half a dozen of his followers, probably
those he put the most confidence in. It was evident that they were holding a council of war.
They were talking in the Apache tongue, but
both Wild and Charlie were enough acquainted
with it to catch a word now and then. After
listening for ne·a rly ten minutes they had the
satisfaction of knowing the message the brave
had brought to them was anything but pleasing.
Cheyenne Charlie gave a low chuckle.
"I reckon they've sorter changed their programme, Wild," he whispered.
"Yes, Cha1·lie," was the reply. "They won't
be so rash about it when they make the attack,
that is certain."
"You kin bet your life they won't."
As the scout said this he shrugged his shoulders, and then added:
"I reckon we could thin 'em out some, if we
wanted ter, Wild. Maybe it would be a good
idea. They mean us, yer know."
"That isn't any way of going businest, Charlie " Wild answered. "I know very well that
th~y mean us, as you say. But I couldn't open
fire on them while they are not expecting it,
even though I know they would be only too glad
if they had the chance to do it on us. No.
We will go on back to the ~amp. We know pretty
well what to expect now. After they fire the first
shot I shall do my best to drop all I can of them.
But not until then."
"Jest as you say, Wild."
The scout knew the ways of Indians so well
that he had learned to hate them. In his way
of thinking every redskin who painted his face
and sta1·ted on the war-path should be shot down
without quarter. But it was not surprising that
he should be this way, for the cruelties he had
seen practiced by Indians upon the whites had
tiardened him. The two now arose and started
back along the top of the cliff. They took their
time about it, for they knew there was no danger
of meeting any of the redskins. As they finally
came down into the ravine and joined those waiting for them a sigh of relief went up from all
hands. It was evident that the cavalrymen had
feared that something might happen to the darin?t two.
'I am glad you came back all right," declared
the lieutenant, as he placed his hand upon the
shoulder of our hero and looked at him in admiration. "Did you learn anything?"'
"Oh, yes," was the reply. "The redskins are
only about a mile and a quarter down the ravine.
They don't feel very good over the message their
scout brought back to them, I reckon. We beard
what they were talking about and picked up
enough to know that p1·etty well. You can bet
they will be mighty careful bow they tackle us.
But of course they will be after us pretty soon,
I think. The thing for us all to do now is to wait
for them, and after they start firing no one
should press the trigger of his rifle or carbine
1mless he is absolutely certain that he has a red1kin covered. You haven't any more ammunition
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than you want, you know, so it is necessary to
make every shot tell."
"I wish you would impress that upon the minds
of the men, Wild," said the lieutenant. "Just
talk with them and try and make them understand how necessary it is for them to do as you
say."
Wild did as he was asked, and after he had
talked with the men a while he was satisfied
that they would do their level best. Then all
hands settled down to wait for the attack they
knew was bound to come before long.

CHAPTER IX.-The Situation Becomes Serious.
"Misler Wild," said Hop, after they had waited
a few minutes and there was no signs of the
Apaches yet, "me allee !eddy to makee some fireworks when um ledskins comee, so be."
"What's that'?" asked Lieutenant Strong, who
OV!3rheard the remark. "I heard you say somethmg· about fireworks, but I forget what it was.
Is the Chinaman in the habit of shooting off fireworks, Wild?"
. "Oh, yes! lieute~ant," was the reply. "Hop is
m the habit of domg almost anything. He is a
very clever heathen, you know. He claims to have
worked in a factory where fireworks were made
before he left China. But anyhow, he certainly
knows how to make them all right. He has had
lots_ of fun with the Indians in that way, too.
If it had not been for the big cracker that he
set off at the camp of Red Eagle I wouldn't have
been able to get the two girls from the tepee
where they were confined."
"Yes, that's what I heard. But there was so
much else to talk about that it slipped my mind.
So you are very clever at making fireworks, are
you?" and he turned to Hop in a questioning
way.
"Lat light, Misler Lieutenant," the clever Chinee answered, while a bland smile showed on his
yellow countenance. "You wantee see me makee
um fireclacker allee samee go bank?"
"Well, I don't mind if I do. I guess it would
make no difference, as far as the Apaches are
concerned."
"Oh, no; that will make no difference at all,•
our he1·0 spoke up. "Hop, show the lieutenant
what you can do with your fireworks."
The boy winked as he spoke, and then Hop
knew that he was expected to do something that
was funny. He looked around for a victim but
the only one he could see that would answe~ for
that purpose was his brother Win&". Hop was a
little jealous of Wing, anyhow, for since he had
hear~ that he had ~hot an Indian the night befoxe 1t had struck him that he was getting ahead
altogether too fast. Just then Wing was reclining on a blanket near the tent that he slept in
nights. He was fast asleep, for there was nothing for him to do, and when that was the case he
generally dozed or slept. Hop made a pretext of
going into the tent to get something, and as he
c me out he dropped a square object that waa
about the size of a tobacco box on the ground,
close to his brother. He dropped it rather lightly,
as might be supposed, for it was nothing mo?9
than one of his home-made pieces of firework&.
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This done, he walked slowly along with his hand
close to the ground, and sprinkled a small train
of powder.
The lieutenant and his men looked at him wonderingly, for they bad not yet realized what he
was up to. But Wild and his partners knew, and
so did the girls. They had seen Hop make powder
trains before. Straight to the waiting lieutenant
the clever Chinee made his way, and then he
ceased sprinkling the powder upon the ground.
It was only about twenty feet from the sleeping
Chinaman, anyhow, so it did not require a great
deal of powder to make the train. Hop now
brought forth a regular cracker , and after showing it to the lieutenant placed it on the ground
right at the end of the powder train.
"Now len," said he, smiling. "You lightee
um clacker and you velly soonee hear um go
bang!"
• ·"Maybe I will hear something else go, too,"
was the reply, for the lieutenant'now understood
that a trick was to be played upon the other
Chinaman. "I guess you had better light it."
"Allee light, me lightee,. !en."
Then Hop quickly produced a cigar and a
match. Somehow he always used a lighted cigar
to shoot off a cracker or anything else in the
line of fireworks he had, whenever he could do so.
He claimed that t.he lighted coal would have a
quicker effect than the blaze from a match,
which is certainly true. After lighting the cigar
he puffed away for a few seconds, and then he
stooped and touched it to the fuse of the cracker.
It was a quick fuse, and after a little sputter
and fiss, the cracker exploded with a loud noise.
As it did so the train of powder became ignited
and a fiery snake started toward the spot where
the sleeping Chinaman had been reclining. We
say had been reclining, for he sprang to his
feet the instant the report sounded. Just as
luck would have it, he placed one of his feet directly upon. the oblong object Hop had placed
near him. Before he realized that the fiery
snake was swiftly approaching him it reached
the end of the train. Then it was that a series
of sharp reports sounded, while streaks of different colored fire shot from under the Chinaman's feet. Sparks went into the air, almost concealing him from the view of the laughing crowd.
for every one was laughing now.
.
"Hip hi!" yelled Wing. "Whattee mattee?
Lookee outee. Me gittee velly muchee mad, so be.
Hip hi!"
"My fool blother allee samee dancee velyy nicee,
so be," shouted Hop.
That was quite enough for Wing. He turned
and ran swiftly to catch Hop, for he knew very
well that he was responsible for the trick that
had been played upon him.
"Lookee outee, lookee outtee, my blother," called out Hop, warningly, as he made a motion as
though he were going to throw something at
him. "Me allee samee blowee you uppee."
But Wing did not seem to care about that.
He rushed right on and managed to get hold of
Hop's queue in a jiffy. Then it was that a
queer sort of wrestling match took place for a
few seconds. The brothers went to the ground
and I: i~an:r_olling over and over, kicking, scratch- ·
Ing and bitmg. Cheyenne Charlie fairly roared
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with delight, for nothing suited him better than
to see the two Chinamen get into a row.
"Go it, you heathen galoots," he called out.
"Pull them pigtails out by ther roots. They
ain't no good, anyhow."
But Wild quickly stopped it. He was not
much afraid of them hurting each other, but
he thought that they wer e attr acting altogether
to? much attention. It might be that the redskin s would take a notion to hurry along a little
after hearing the reports Hop's firecrackers made'.
"Whattee mattee, my fool blother?" demanded
Wing as he _glai;_ed at _Hop, after being pulled
away from him, and actmg as though he did not
know what had happened.
"You allee samee velly muchee foolee, so be,"
Hope retorted. "You no takee lillee jokee."
"Me no takee lillee jokee fl.om my blother so
be," was the reort. "Me allee samee shootee iedskin last nightee; my fool blother no do lat so
be."
'
"Shuttee uppee!" exclaimed Hop, and Wing
satisfied that he had hit him pretty good, walked
away, brushing the dirt from his clothes as he did
so.
"Well, that was about the funniest thing I
have seen in a long time," declared the lieutenant, ~s he wiped. his eyes from the effect of
laughmg so heartily. "This has done more to
cheer me up than anything that has happened
I do declare."
'
"Well, I reckon you do need a little cheering
up," said Wild, quietly. "There's a whole 1ot
to come yet, you know."
T1:1is caused all to look grave again, for they
re~hzed that what the dashing young deadshot
said was true. Whether it was that the report
of Hop's fireworks brought the Indians to the
attack quicker, or whether they had been on the
way, cannot be said, but a minute later the report of a rifle sounded and a bullet whizzed dangerous close to the lieutenant's head. He was
standing upon as light elevation at the time, and
no doubt made an open target of himself.
"Get to cover, boys," said Young Wild West,
sharply. "I reckon the ball has opened."
!Pvery man was at his post in a jiffy.
Remember what _I told you," came from Wild,
as he crouched be.hmd a rock his Winchester in
his hands. "Don't pull a trigger unless you hav&
you man covered."
J'ust then another shot sounded. The boy sa,v
the s:moke, but failed to get a glimpse of the
redskin who had fired it. Then a regular volley
so~nded. But the bullets could not reach our
fne:ruis and the cavalrymen, since they were all
be1:1md the :;-ocks, low to the ground. Young
Wild and his partners waited for the smoke
to rise, for they expected to get a chance to
return ~he _fire with interest. It was not long
befor~ it did, and then half a dozen creeping
redskms could be _seen. It was not necessai·y
for our hero to give the word - to fire, for m,
many as a dozen shots sounded almost in the
space ~f two seconds. Not a redskin in sight was
left ahve.
"I reckon that will sorter let 'em understand
wh:1~ we ½in do,''., observed Cheyenne• Charlie,
srmlmg grimly.
Jest let some more of 'em
show up, that's all."
But Young Wild West knew very well that it
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was doubtful if any more would show up in that
way. The Apaches were altogether too cunning
for that. They had fired a volley, no doubt with
the hope of being able to cross an open spot and
get up close to the rocks the besieged party were
behind, under cover of the smoke. But this had
failed, and now they w ould try some other
scheme. It was not long before half a dozen
shots rang out from the opposite side of the
ravine. The bank was nearly a hundred yai·ds
away, and was well covered with bushes. One
of the cavalrymen had his head grazed by a
bullet and fell to the ground as though dead. But
before one of his col]lpanions could reach him he
was up and crawling away.
"It's only a scratch!" he exclaimed. "I tried
to dodge when I felt it, and that is why I
dropped."
A bandage was quickly tied about the wound,
which was bleeding slightly, and then they were
all ready again. But the rest of the cavalrymen
took a lesson from what had happened, and did
not expose themselves. Crack, crack, cra-aclc!
A vo1ley came from behin5i a pile of rocks a
hundred feet up the ravine now. But the shots
we1·e. simply wasted, for the bullets merely flatteneii against the rocks.
"They're trying it on us from two different
ways," said Wild, coolly. "Well, let ·them keep
on. They can waste their ammunition as fast
as they like."
The Apaches must have realized that they
were wasting their ammunition, f,n- after one or
two more sh ots had been fired there came a
silence. Thi s lasted for fully fifteen minutes,
and the cavalrymen were getting very uneasy on
account of it. Wild knew quite well that the
redskins were up to some new move, but just what
it was he could not imagine. But it was not long
before he found out. Suddenly a big boulder
came crashing from the top of the cliff. The
boy was 'the first to see it, and a sharp cry of
warning came from his- lips. But it is doubtful
if his cry would have done any good if any one
had been directly beneath the falling boulder.
It struck the ground very quickly with a crash
that sent the dirt ant! small stones flying in_ every
direction. Though it narrowly missed two or
three of the cavalrymen, no real damage was
done.
Young Wiler West did not even take his eyes
from the spot where the big boulder came from
as it struck the ground. He was expecting to
see the tufted head of a readskin appear. He
was not disappointed. Two of them suddenly
showed, which told that they were anxious to
see the result of their clever work. Crang ! The
young deadshot's ri:fie -spoke sharply, and down
came the body of an Indian, landing right beside the boulder. The other got up ?.nd started
to run away, but before he could get out of sight
the boy's Winchester again cracked.
"There goes two more of them," said Wild,
in his cool and easy way. "I could not see the
last one drop, but I know he did."
It now became necessary for them t<:, get close
under the ·cliff and stick to the hollow cave, since
they were virtually attacked from all sides. Wild
passed the word and all began crawling in that
direction. Thev were luckv enoui:rh to i:ret there.
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though several shots were fired from the opposite
side of the ravine.
"Now then," said Wild, turning to his two
partners, "something has got to be done, boys.
I reckon we have got to use a little strategy, and
Hop must help us out."

CHAPTER X.-Conclusion.
The situation was certainly a critical one, and
no one knew it better than Young Wild West
himself. He thought that the sooner it was over
with the better it would be, which was surely the
case. By wasting a few shots the attention ot
the redskins might be attracted to the camp,
and during that time something might be accomplished that would put a danger upon the villainous Apaches.
"Hop," said the young deadshot, taking the
Chinaman by the arm, "I want you to· get ·an th!'!
powder you have right away. Hurry up, too."
"Allee light, Misler Wild," and the clever Chinee ran to do his bidding.
He soon came out of the tent with a keg that
contained probably five pounds of powder.
"Here, Mi sler ,vild," he said.
"All right. Now get a fuse for me."
"Me gottee light here, Misler Wild," and it
was quickly passed to the young deadshot.
"All right. Now I want you to stay right here
in the camp, aml when Lieutenant Strong tells
you to, you must get your fireworks going, so you
can attract the attention of the redskins. Charlie and Jim are going with me to the top of the
cliff. We are going to try to blow up some of
the Apaches. It is the only way out of this
game, as far as I can see."
"Allee ligl1t, Misler Wild."
Wild then told the lieutenant just what he
wanted him to do, and then calling his two
partners he crept out from the shallow cave
and made his way along the bottom of the cliff,
following the same path he had taken when
he went up there earlier for the purpose cf shooting some game. The scout and Dart were right
behind him, and they had scarcely started when
the lieutenantLlYho understood just what to do,
told his men to start in firing. Then Hop set
off one of his big fireworks pieces. He hurled
it out in front of the rocks, and it went rolling
around in zig-zag fashion, emitting colored sparks
and exploding at every second. This would surely attrack the attention of the Apaches, and
depending on it, Wild and his partners took the
risk of hurriedly climbing to the top of the cliff.
The scheme worked well, for Hop kept setting
off his fireworks and the cavalrymen kept firing
every few seconds until they had reached the
protection of the bushes and rocks at the top. But
they had no sooner got the:re when they caught
sight of the Indians that had taken their position at the other side of the ravine making their
way back to the main body. There was none up
at the top of the cliff 011 that side, which told
plainly that but two of them had come there for
the purpose of hm:ling the boulder down into the
camn
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"I reckon that is all the better," said our hero,
in a low tone of voice. "I know what they are
up to now. They are getting together to make
a charge. They mean to have the scalps of t.he
cavalry, even if they lose a lot of braves in doing
it. Old Red Eagle is certainly a persistent sort
of galoot."
"That's right, Wild," Charlie answered. "Let
'em get in a bunch. But where are yer goin' to
put that little keg of powder?"
"Just far enough away from the camp so that ·
it can't do any damage to any one here," was
the reply. ,
"That's right," said Jim,_nodding his head approvingly.
Creeping on through the bushes, they worked
their way around until they were probably fifty
feet the other side of the rocks that shut off the
view of the camp below them. Then they began
lookin1r around for a suitable place to set off the
powder. They had little difficulty in finding one.
The bank there was virtually of dirt and gravel,
with pieces of rock sticking up here and there.
Wild soon came to a crevice, and taking the risk
of exposing himself to the view of the redskins,
he quietly pushed the fuse into the open bunghole of the keg, and then reached down and
placed it at the bottom of the fissure.
.
"Now boys, just roll in some sticks and dirt,"
he whispered. "I reckon the cavalrymen are making enough noise below to kep us from being
heard at it."
His partners lost no time in doing as he said,
and in less than two minutes the blast was ready
to set off. They all knew quite well that when
it exploded the whole side of the cliff would give
way and send a shower of broken rocks, stones
and dirt into the ravine. It was less than twenty
feet below, anyway, and it was almost certain
that when the Indians advanced they would keep
ciose to the bank, so as to escape the bullets o:1'
those they were seeking. Everything being in
readiness, our hero and his partners crouched behind the rocks and watched the Apaches. It
was evident that Red Eagle was waiting for them·
all to get there before he made a rush to attack
the camp. They kept gathering there all the
time, for they had got down from the other side
of the ravine now. When the last one got there
our waiting friends saw them lead their horses
back a short distance, and then they came forward, those carrying rifles going ahead.
"I reckon they sorter mean business, Wild,"
whispered the scout, shrugging his shoulders.
"If it wasn't that we're goin' ter stop 'em by
_ firin' off this blast they would sartinly git over
ther rocks an' make a hand to hand fight of it.
That couldn't mean but one thing, ye know.
There's too many of 'em for them what's down
there. It don't do to git in a hand to hand
fight with Injuns, when they outnumber yer
about five or six to one, yer know."
"Well, Charlie, there are not quite so many
of them as all that," Wild answered, in his cool
and easy way. "But I reckon they would sort
of warm things up a little if they were to . get
over the rocks and rush to the cave. But you
can bet all you are worth that they won't get
there, not this time, anyhow."
The boy was holding a match in his hand, ready
to apply it to the fuse, which was several feet in
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length. They would have ample time to get out
of dange1· after it was lighted. On came the
Indians, treading in a careful manner, which told
plainly that they hoped to get as close as possible before they were seen by the besieged party.
A few seconds later the foremost of the advancing
Indians were within a few yards of the spot
where the keg of powder had been buried. Crack
crack, cra-ack ! Several shots rang out ana1
some of the redskins bit the dust. But that
did not stop them in the least. A fierce yell
went up and,..then the whole crowd started on a
run to take the camp.
"Now, boys, I reckon it is time to act," said the
young deadshot. "Here she goes."
The r~dskins were charging on the soldiers,
when Wild set---off the blast. An explosion followed and an avalanche of rocks went down on
them. The result was surely all that could be
expected. Our hero was appalled at it, for he
never like the idea of fighting in that way. But
something had to be done to save the cavalrymen
and themselves, so he had acted on what he
thought was the best way out of it.
"Whoopee! whoopee! Hooray! Wow, wow,
wow!" shouted the scout, waving his hat.
Wild and Jim did not join in, for they saw
that the Apaches were completely demoralized.
The cavalrymen now had the chance, so they
kept up a telling fire. Young Wild West watched
t~e terrified Indians as they made for their pomes. But less than fifty showed up in the retreat.
"Come on, boys," he said, as he heard the survivors galloping away. "I reckon that will be
about all."
"That's right, Wild," Dart answered. "They
won't come back again. That was altogether too
much for them, I reckon."
"I jest wish they would," Charlie declared his
dark eyes flashing. "Them what don't come hack
will only break out ag'in some time. They ain't
no good, boys; a 1·edskin can't be frusted after
he's once been on ther warpath."
'
Wild started to get dovrn into the i-avine now.
He was well satisfied that Red Eagle and his
braves had enough of it, and that they would
not stop riding until they were well away from
Red Ravine. The three were not long in Joining
those below.
"Anyone hurt?" Wild asked the lieutenant, as
he came running to meet them.
"Nothing serious," was the reply. "Young Wild
West, you have saved the Seventh! I feel like
hugging you for it."
"Well, don't bother about doing that," was the
laughing reply. "I am mighty glad, though.
I'll admit that the redskins had me a bit worried
until I thought about blowing them up. They
certainly meant up all, and they would have
made us hustle if their charge had not been
stopped. But that is all right. Where there's
a will there's a way, they say. I believe that,
lieutenant."
"Well, you always have the will, and the way
too. You are one in a thousand, Wild."
'
"Don't," and the dashing young deadshot put
up his hands and shook his head. "Don't try to
make a hero of me. It is a way I have. I c31,1't
help doing some things, and this happened to be
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one of them. Let it go at that, Lieutenant
Strong. I reckon I'll ride through the ravine
and see if the redskirls really have given it up.
I feel sure that they have, though."
The brave boy soon mounted his sorrel stallion and set out. After him went Cheyenne
Charlie, though he had not been asked to go.
Wild looked back, and when he saw the scout
coming he slackened his pace and allowed him to
come up.
"I sorter reckon we'll have to go putty fast
to ketch up to ther galoots, Wild," Charlie observed, a grim smile rilaying aboiit his lips.
"Well, they won't go so very far, Charlie," was
the reply. "They will want to Wqit around somewhere, so they can bury their dead after we are
gon!l, I suppose."
"Yes, that's so, too."
The two rode on and they were soon at the
spot where the redskins had been gathered before
they started to make the attack. There "' is
nothing to be seen of them there. Wild and
Charlie rode on until they came to the end of the
ravine. Then it was that they suddenly came
in sight 'of a solitary Apache. He was riding
directly toward them, and they both instantly
recognized him as the chief of the band. It was
Red Eagle, sure enough, and as he saw Young
Wild West and his partner he quickly raised a
rifle to the muzzle of which was attached a piece
9f white mg.
"Ah!" exclaimed our hero, a smile showing on
his handsome face. "I reckon . he was coming
back himself to ask for permission to take away
the dead redskins."
Then he waved his hand for the chief to come
on, and he did so.
"Well, what's the trouble, ~d Eagle?" the
boys asked, in his cool and easy way.
"Young Wild West heap much brave," was the
reply. "Red Eagle no want to fight no more.
He want to get his dead Apaches and bury them.
Red Eagle no fight again with the palefaces.
He be very good Injun."
"Yes, I reckon you'll be a good Injun-when
you're dead!" exclaimed Cheyenne Charlie, his
eyes flashing.
"Never mind, Charlie," Wild spoke up. "We'll
let him bring enough of his braves to pick up
the· dead and wounded. I reckon Red Eagle has
got enough of it."
The old chief nodded. Though humiliated and
oadly beaten, he managed to give a word of
thanks to the dashing young deadshot. He turned and rode back, and when he was lost to view
round a turn among the rdcks Wild and Charlie
came back to the camp. Our hero auicldv told
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what had happened, and then the cavalrymen felt
petter than ever. There was no doubt now that
the victory over the Apaches had been complete.
Half an hour later twenty redskins rode up, and
after waiting a few minutes, as though they
were afraid they might be shot down, they dismounted and proceeded to gather up the dead and
wounded. Just how many of them there were our
friends did not know. But the ·slaughter had
been terrible while it lasted, and there was no
doubt but that many had been killed by the explosion. When they · had gone away our hero
turned to Lieutenant Strong and said:
"Well, I reckon we'll stay with you until the
wounded men are able to be removed. Then we'H
ride to the fort with you, lieutenant."
"Thank you, Young Wild West," was the reply.
"I am very glad of that. I want you to hear me
give my report. You are to have the credit of
saving the Seventh."
"Well, I don't know as that is necessary."
"It is necessary. I have aheady started to
write my report and I have got it that way.
I won't change it now, Young Wild West."
"'Well, an r ight; let it go at that, then."
They 1·emained there for two days, ind as
plenty of game was shot during the time they
did not want for anything. Then they all set
out for the fort, which was reached in due time.
There being nothing further to add to the story
of "Young Wild West Saving the 'Seventh'· or
The Fight at Red Ravine," we will simply hav;
to close.
Next week's issue will contain "YOUNG WILD
WEST'S GREASER SHAKEUP; or, ARIETTA
STANDING THE TEST."

•
PIGEONS USED TO SMUGGLE GERMAN
"COKE" INTO FRANCE
The use of carrier pigeons as cocaine smugglers-"snow birds" in the literal sense of the •
word-is the latest device for introducing the
drug from Germany into France. The pigeons
are :i::eleased from various points along the German frontier and alight in Nancy, each carrying
quite appreciable amounts of the narcotic.
The greed of the smugglers in overloading one
bird, which fell exhausted in the Meuse district,
caused the undoing of the smugglers and the arrest of several of them. This pigeon carried 15
grammes, or about a half ounce of the drug in
small packages, sewed to the feathers of the bird.
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CURRENT NEWS
iDON'T KILL BULLSNAKES
Kansas farmers find that a bu.llsnake in an alfalfa field is worth at least $2.50 a month; for
an acre harbors, on an average, six gophers,
which damage the crop to that extent. One adult
bu11snake keeps an acre free of the pests. The
bullsnake is harmless, feeds also on rats and mice
around the barn or granery, and deserves the protection of the farmer.
IN AMERICA HAVE FOREIGN
BLOOD
The number of white 1·esidents of the United
States on Jan. 1, 1920, who were foreign-born or
declared one or both parents foreign-born was
36,398,958, the Department of Commerce an·
nounced rec~tly in a compilation of the 1920 cen·
sus figures. This was an increase in the "foreign
white stock" of the nation's population from 1910
of 4,151':'[576, or 12.9 per cent.
The 1920 total includes 13,713,754 immigrants
and 22,686,204 persons born in this country, one
or both of whose parents were immigrants.

36,000,000

A STRANGE GROWTH'
The most singular forest growth in the world
is encountered in the Falkland Islands, a dismal
region constantly swept by a strong polar wind.
What appears to be weather-worn and moss-cov-

ered boulders a1·e scattered about and when one
of these curious objects is· seized' in an attempt
~o overthrow it strong roots are found to hold
~t down, these "boulders" being in fact native
trees which the w;ind has forced to assu~e this
shape. The wood appears to be a twisted mass
of fibers almost impossible to cut up into fuel.
ODD. FACTS
Some of the safe deposit companies in New
York City devote apartments to the exclusive receptio_n of fur garments, fur mats, etc. They are
kept m rooms the temperature of which is kept
so low that destructive insects and their germs
perish from the cold.
Cullman, Ala., claims to be the most prosperous
~ownship in the w?rld. It is said that evel'y man
rn the town who 1s the head of a family has a
clear-title deed of ownership to his home, and
every one. of them has a banking account. Cooperative farming is practised in the country.
A most unusual sight was seen in Grand Rapids
recently when Alice Teddy, the trained bear
owned by George Crapsey, of Merrill, passed
through the city driving an au to. The . bear was
as much unconcerned as an experienced driver.
She was accompanied by Mr. and Mrs. Crapsey.
This animal has traveled all over the world with
its owner.
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boss to Alb!lny to-day. He's been hitting the
booze ever smce we struck the city. There was
a man with him whom I don't know when we left
Albany and started for New York; right back
-ORof where you met me I was stopped by a car which
stood_ across the road and then this man held me
THE LUCK OF A WORKING LAD' up with a revolver; two masked men came out of
the woods and I was told to beat it; that's all I
know."
,valter Benson gave a grunt.
By DICK ELLISON
"BoY:, that sounds very fishy," he said. "Are
you quite sure you are not just wantino- to get a
<>
lift?"
(A SERIAL STORY)
"Honest, I've told you the truth, mister " pro'
tested Charlie.
CHAPTER Xl.-(Continued.)
"But why don't we come up with them?"
Charlie had started back along the road, but
"Mine's a very fast car, sir. Likely the other
for no special reason. He was so rattled that one is, too. I was so rattled that I scarcely got
he scarcely knew what he was about.
a square look at it."
"What on earth shall I do?" he asked himself.
"Well, I'm going as fast as I can," said Ben"What a fool he was to get drunk when he ~had son. '.'I. onlr hope for yo~r own sake, Charlie, you
business on hand. I never dreamed he was that are givmg 1t to me straight. I must admit you
kind of man."
look like an honest boy."
But Chai·lie had no intention of completely
He said more after that, nor did Charlie andeserting his employer. As soon as he dared he
for he felt that further talk was not going
swer,
One
back.
looied
and
trees
the
among
in
dodged
the c~se any. Eagerly he strained h1s eyes
help
to
the
turning
of
act
the
in
was
men
of the masked
to his
blockading car, and the next moment both cars to catch~ glimpse of the car and presently,
relief, he saw the reflection of the lights of
went whizzing past the boy chauffeur. The red- greatcars
on ahead.
faced man had taken Charlie's place at" the wheel. two
"There!" he cried. "Do you see?"
"Do those fellows mean to murder the boss?"
"There's two cars ahead of us all right" rethought Charlie. "What in the world shall I do?"
plied Benson. "I'll work in a little closer and then
Well might he ask himself!
all I can do
The case seemed perfectly hopeless, when all we'll try to keep them in sight. It's
for you. I've got valuable goods in the trunk I
at once Charlie heard another car coining.
The boy felt desperate. He was ready to carry behind here, and you can't expect me to take
grasp at a straw, so planting himself in the any chances.'.'
"Oh, I don't," Charlie assured him "and I'm
~iddle of the road, he waited for the approachten thousand times obliged to you fo1: what you
mg car to round the bend.
"Stop!" he yelled at the top of his lungs. have done."
Walter Benson quickly got as close as he ca1·ed
"Stop!" and at the same time he waved his arms
to go, and then the real trailing began.
wildly.
ust where are we now?" asked Charlie. "We
The car was not a large one, nor was it going
very fast. The man who was driving it worked cant be more than ten miles south of Hudson"
"About twelve," was the reply. "What do y~u
his lever and stopped.
suppose their object was in kidnapping Mr. Pen"What's the row?" he cried.
He was a young man and Charlie now per- dleton?"
ceived that the1·e was no one else in the car. · . But what was the use in asking such a ques"I'm a chauffeul'!" he cried. "Three men have tion.
Charlie assured Walter Benson that he had not
just kidnapped my boss. For heaven sake help
the faintest idea. '
me to follow them up."
The young man seemed doubtful.
"There they go! This ends it. Boy, I'm glad
"How did they go--in I} car?" he asked.
to have been able to help you."
this
just
only
have
"Yes; in two cars. They
It was Walter Benson, the drummer who said
minut~ gone. Say, I don't ask you to do a thing it.
'
may
I
that
so
sight
only to help me keep them in
automobiles
two
the
tracked
had
Charlie
and
He
know where they are taking the boss."
home.
"Jump in. I'll help you out if I can," said
The run had been about twenty miles and tothe young man, impressed by Charlie's intense
wards the last the two cars made , several turns.
earnestness.
A few seconds later and they were whizzing ?,'he end came '."hen they saw them enter at a big
non gate set m a stone wall which apparently
along at full speed.
surrounded some gentleman's place, but they could
"What's your name?" asked the young man.
see nothing but a thick growth of trees on the
"Charlie Brown."
othe1· side of the wall.
"Mine's Walter Benson. And your boss?"
"I'm sure I thank you, sir," Charlie replied.
"He is Mr. Thomas Pendleton. He's a lawyer
' "What are you going to do?" asked Benson.
·
at Hitica."
"I haven't the least idea. I mean to find out
"I've heard of him. I'm a drummer. I work
for myself and travel all over in this car. How what's\ on the other side of that wall for one
thing."
did it happen?"
(To be continued.)
"I don't understand it myself. I brought the

Charlie, the Chauffeur
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.ITEMS OF INTERE ST
A BOOM IN LEECHES
After many years of comparative neglect, the
humble leech is again coming into its old popularity. But the old leech farms have long disappeared and mode1·n physicians who claim there
are few better methods of relieving inflammatory
areas than by the application of these blood-sucking creatures find difficulty in the supply. The
"animated mustard plasters" are exported in baskets from Turkey, and Paris has one leech farm
selling 130,000 a month, but it is sa id that chemists in England could easily dispose of double the
number they are able to buy.
AWAY ON AMUNDSEN 'S
SHIP
A stowaway is aboard Amundsen's ship, the
Maud, now en route toward the polar r egions. In
a radio message received at Seattle, Wash., the
self-appointe d passenger on the seven years' trip
amid the Arctic ice pack was discovered by the
cook when the Maud was eight days out from
Puget Sound.
The stowaway is a mottled full grown cat.
Traditionally cats are considered a patt of the
crew of all sea-going boats, but none was taken on .
the Maud because of the trio of Eskimo dogs belonging to the natives on the ship. The northern
dogs consider cats a great delicacy, so when the
tabby stowaway wandered on board the Maud the
dogs at once chased her far into the galley, where
the cook found her chewing at a knuckle bo11e.
Just what Commander Amundsen, who is awaiting the arrival of the Maud at Nome;will do with
tabby is not certain, but the polar explorers have
already adopted her and taught her to climb aloft
from the brutality of the dogs. One of the mates
says he is training her to climb the North Pole.
The appearance of the cat on board the Maud
was hailed as ·an omen of success on the long trip
into the uncharted wastes. ·
CAT

STOWS

WHAT MAKES ANIMALS CHANGE COLOR?
The striking changes of c~lor which have been
observed on the bodies of some of the lower animals, such as reptiles (especially the chameleon),
fishes and amphibia, including frogs, are brought
about by the activity of ·c ells charged with pigment of color-granule s and situated in the skin.
These startling phenomena, according to the London Lancet, which seem to indicate that the animal has' the power to adapt the color of its skin
to that of its surroundingc and disappear at will,
are partly under the control of the sympathetic
nervous system; but recent work indicates that
ductless gland secretions play an imp01'tant role
in regulating pigment responses.
Dr. Lancelot Hogben and Mr. F. R. Winton
have shown that extracts oP"the posterior lobe of
the pituitary gland have a very characteristic and
highly specific effect on the chromatopho res of
amphibia, inducing black pigment cells to expand
and the yellow pigment cells to contract, so that

an intense darkening of the skin results. A frog
which half an hour previously was of a pale yellow tint will change after an injection of less than
0.00025 c.cm. of a 20 per cent. extract of pituitary
to a coal-black hue, remaining in this condition
for several.hours . Adrenalin has precisely the reverse effect, inducing pallor in a frog which was
previously dark. The melanophore stimulant in
pituitary extracts is apparently secreated by the
intermediate portion of the gland. Expansion of
frog melanophores may be induced by extracts
of the pituitary gland of mamm'.lls, birds, amphibia and fishes. The reaction may be obtained
on the isolated frog' s skin, so that its nature is
local; and since it i.s not prevented by paralysis
of the nerves which supply the melanophores , it
appears ihat_pituitary extracts act directly on the
melanophorel i. Sufficient of the melanopho1·es
stimulant can be obtained from the pituitary
gla_n d of one frog to induce daTkening of the skin
in thirty other individuals of the Same species.
This opr.iosing action of posterior pituitary and
adr enalin in the regulation of pigment responses
is extremely interesting in connection with human
physiology and pathology.
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My Friend the Tig~r
By HORACE APPLETON
Many are the tales told of faithful dogs, horses,
cats and other domestic animals. The following,
incr~dible as it may appear, is, I believe, a true
account of the fidelity shown by one of the most
ferocious of the ferre nature to his master, as told
me by a friend, now alas! no more. The friend
I allude to was one of the most distinguished of
the officers of the late Honorable East India Companv. He was well known through the length
and.breadth of the land as one without fear and
reproach. Pre-eminent as a soldier, as a statesman, and as a sportsman, he will never be forgotten as long as the annals of our Eastern :ipmpire are extant. Many are the monu'!11-ents raised
to his memory, but none more endurmg than the
affectionate regard in which he is held by the
Bheels, whom he brought under subjection, not
by the vigor of the law, but by person~l e~mple
and dashing, almost reckless bravery, wmmng the
hearts of the people by his open-handed generosity and strict rectitude of conduct, and unex_a~pled exploits in the chase, in which those primitive people are themselves adepts.
When I was a young man, I was an ardent
sportsman, and I have spent many years in the
wilds of Hindustan. More than thirty years ago
( the story was told very many years ago), I was
sent with a detachment of a regiment to Dharwar,
as hostilities were expected to break out in the
southern Mahratta country. However, no disturbances took place, and I had ample leisure
for devoting myself to the wild · sports of the
country. U11der the guidance of Appiah,.the most
noted shikarie in those parts, I slew most of the
game met with in the ghats of the West~rn Presidency.
One day, as we were returning from a very
successful hun~, in passing through a rocky ravine I heard extraordinary noises, and, running
forward, came face to face with an immense tiger,
who was murdering a youngster of his own specie~. You know that tigers are given to that pernicious habit, and destroy all their male offspring
if they come across them, which, however, is but
seldom; for the tigress hides them from their
birth and, should they be discovered by their unnatural parent and she be present, will fight to
the death in defense of her young. In this instance she was absent, and her lord and master
was exterminating her hopefuls as I came on the
scene. I was not prepared for such game, for,
thinking that my day's sport was over, I had
exchanged the rifle for the gun, which was charged with No. 2 shot, with which I hoped to knock
over some peafo;yl for the pot.
However, on the impulse of the moment, I fired
into his faee right and left, and, springing back,
seized the rifle, expecting fully that the tiger
would be upon me. It was a dull, oppressive day,
and the smoke from my barrels hung very much.
Wl1en it cleared away, my antagonist had disappeared, leaving plenty of blood on his trail as a
proof that he had not got off scot-free.

My first care was to pick up the poor little
feline which he had dropped, and which could not
have been more than a month old, and my second
to beat a hasty retreat, for I wanted to get clear
away before the return of the tigress. I noticed
two other youngsters lying dead; and the sight
of these, together with the loss of the third would,
I knew, render her desperate, and the place we
were in was not the best _a dapted for such an encounter, especially as it was getting dark.
I hurried to·my _camp, distant a couple of miles,
and had my captive carefully attended to, and its
wounds washed and dressed. I had a Brinjaree
bitch-a savage, unreliable brute, with four pups
somewhat older than the little tiger. Whilst she
was being fed outside, I removed one of her pups,
and sent it to the village to a foster-mother, substituting the tiger in its place, and waited anxiously for the result, fully expecting to see the dog
worry it at once. It was somewhat dark when the
bitch returned to her litter, and pups and tiger
were rolled up together, one of the former lying
fin the top of the latter. The bitch merely poked
the little ones with her nose, and, lying qown,
all the four were soon sucking away most amicably.
As he grew older, his diet consisted of bread
and milk, supplemented hereafter by a mess of
cooked meat and rice; but he always seemed to
prefer the former, certainly up to the age of six
months, by which time he was as large as a full grown leopard. He followed me about like a dog.
Even when mounted, he would go with me miles
and miles, and he and my Arab stallion became
excellent friends.
About this time I was appointed · to officiate
as a political officer, . in addition to my military
duties; and I r~ceived much kudos from the government for putting down dakoity. I incurred
the enmity of all the bad characters, who combined
together to get rid of roe. The cru.sade against
thugs had, in those days, been only partially successful, and gangs still infested the country. As
a rule, these murdering robbers seldom interfered
with Eui·opean officers; 'first, because these seldom
kept many valuables by them; and secondly, because the murder or disappearance of one would
create too great a disturbance. I had been urged
by my spies to place guards at night over my
house, but I had neglected to do so; and, as the
weather was sultry, I slept, as is usual in the
East, with all my doors and windows open. l\'Iy
only valuables, rifles and guns, were secured by
a chain which pas_sed through the trigger-guards,
fastened by a padlock to one of the legs of my
bed.
One dark pitchy night, after a heavy day's
walk, chasing a gang of well-known dakoits, in
which I had been unsuccessful, I had gone to bed
very tired, and slept, I have no doubt, unusually
heavily. I was awakened by a roar and a heavy
fall, and, jumping up, I lit a candle, and seizing
the nearest weapon, which proved to be a hogspear, I rushed towards the tumult and found my
pet worrying a man, who proved to be a most
noted thug. He was in his full war paint, if I
may call it so, for he had not a stitch of clothing
on him, and was well oiled instead. This is the
usual custom amonl1'Rt Indian robbP-rc whon on
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any,tihazardous expedition, for then, if tackled by five hundred rupees was offered for his skin. I
their victim, they slip through his hands and es- went after him repeatedly, but for several months
cape· but with his strange antagonist the thug I sea1·ched for him in vain. At last, despairing
had ~ot a chance. Selim, as I had christened the of ever coming across him, I gave him up, and as
tiger, had dug his claws well into the man's shoul- he had not killed any one for some months past
der, and was wouyilig him and shaking him as a in my neighborhood I forgot his very existence.
Tracking up a wounded stag, I found myself at
terrier would a rat and doubtless would have
made an end of him in a few minutes had I not the very spot where I had saved Selim's life three
interfered. My servants, who were asleep in the years before. Appiah was , some distance ahead,
veranda hearing the hub-bub, crowded into the closely followed by my strange companion. I had
room a~d soon seized and pinioned the thief, the loitered behind, and was stooping down to pick
leade~ of a notorious gang. On promising to up a cheroot I had dropped, when there was a
spare his life, he gave information which led ~o roar. Something sprang at me across a boulder,
the capture of all his comrades. He_ confessed it but I threw myself down so suddenly that the
liad been his intention to rob and kill me. So , I blow aimed at me took only partial effect, knocking my helmet off. I was unhurt, but prostrate,
owed my life to my strange protege.
Two months afterwards I received orders to re- with a brindled mass over me. My rifle had fallen
turn to Poona with my detachment, and I shall some distance off. Before the brute could seize
never forget the excitement nor the crowds which me there was another roar, and Selim sprang
collected to see me riding at the head of my men, on to my foe, knocking him over and rolling on to
followed by a good-sized tiger, totally uncontrolled him. In less time than it takes to tell, the two
in any way. Selim was certainly too big to be were engaged in deadly combat. Selim had youth
left at large; but he was an exceptional beast. I and activity on his side, his adversary weight and
had full confidence in him, and his only badge of size.
I scrambled to my f~t and seized my rifle, but
servitude was a broad silver collar, on which were
both hammers were broken off and it was useless.
engraved his name and his service to me.
The brigadier of the station, a fussy, old, tim- Appiah had but a shotgun, which he quickly
orous gentleman, hearing I had a loose tiger on handed to me; but before I could u se it Selim
my premises,. sent me a pere~ptory order either had thrown his antagonist on his back and fasto destroy him or to keep him confined. Now tened on his throat. The usually quiet brute was
I knew if I put him in an ordinary cage, Selim transformed into a fiend incarnate. A brief strugwould fret himself to death; so I had one room gle, and a gurgling sound, and sundry gasps proof my bungalow fitted up purposely for him, the claimed the approaching dissolution of the larger
doors and windows being fitted with bars, but I brute, who, however, with an expiring, desperspent a good deal of my time with him, and even ate effort, got his hind legs and claws on to Seslept in the same room. As he got bigger he lim's stomach, and with one tremendous kick
slept on a rug, stretched full length alongside of ripped him open.
Even then, though he had received his deatJ..
my cot and never attempted to go on to it as of
yore. 'He was very cleanly in his habits, like blow, Selim never let go his hold until the breatfi
most of the cat tribe, and had a yard surrounded was out of his enemy; then sank down a)ongside,
by a high wall to retire to when he wished. He and with fast glazing eyes looked imploringly
was seldom happy in my absence, and he soon at me. I shouted to Appiah to bring some water,
became a gene1·al pet and favorite with .my and, ·r ushing to my preserver, I put my arm
brother officers, and he was as friendly with them around his neck and poured some water down his
as with me. I taught him many tricks, and never throat. This. revived him somewhat. Looking
had occasion to speak an angry word to him. But at me most affectionately, and licking my hands
he missed his exercise, and was pining for fresh which held the water-bottle to his lips, he gave
air· so often, when all the station was fast asleep, a few sobs, a spasm or two passed over his frame,
I t~ok my pet out for a run. Sometimes I was on and his faithful spirit fled.
I need not attempt to express my grief at the
foot sometimes on horseback; and either way he
equ~lly enjoyed himself, gamboling like a kitten catastrophe. My faithful Selim had saved my
. around me. Nearly two years elapsed, and Selim life a ~cond time by sacrificing his own. He
was a fine, sleek, nearly full-grown beast. I was was, indeed, "faithful unto death." On examinthen permanently transferred to the political de- in'F the brute who had attacked me it was ascerpartment, and returned to J?hwar in a ~ivil ca- tained beyond doubt that he was the dreaded
pacity; and, of course, Selim accompamed me. man-eater; and it was also surmised, by a numBeing my own master, 1 _110 longer put any re- ber of large shots which were discovered imstraint on the movements of my tiger; he wan- bedded under the skin of his head and neck, and
dered about as he pleased, either in the- compound by which he had been deprived of the use of one
or in the house. He never went beyond bounds eye, that he was the identical tiger from whose
unless he accompanied me. His diet still con- . fangs I had saved my faithful Selim.
sisted of milk and bread, and occasionally of
cooked meat. He never tasted raw meat as far
"Bub, did you find a quarter here?" he asked
as I know, in .his life.
About this time a tiger became the scourge of of a little chap leaning against a lamp-post at
the country, killing people right and left. He the post-office corner. "Nawl did you drop one?"
was a most knowing brute; he would never re- "I think I did." "Well, you orter know I didn't
turn to a kill, so sitting up for him was useless. find it. If I had, I'd have been a mile off by this
He would be in a place one day, and be heard of time. Us boys never take chances of the owner
fully twenty miles off the next. So a feward of coming back."
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INTERESTING ARTICLES
CATERPILLARS EAT FORESTS
Caterpillars have eaten fifty square miles of
forests in the Kipling district near Regina, Sask.
Scarcely a green leaf remains and the district
presents the stark appearance of a Winter scene,
forestry officials say.
NEEDLE IN BABY'S BACK
A needle two inches long was taken from the
back of the year-old baby girl of Mr. and Mrs.
Montford Dixon of Paintsville, Ky., by its mother.
The baby had been: in delicate health for some
time, and what was thought to be a boil appeared
on its back and a physician was called. The next
day while the mother was dressing the wound she
found the needle.
LIQUOR AND VOTES IN OLD POMPEII
The saloon was known in ancient Pompeii, as
recent excavations disclose. A bar has been found,
with a furnace and caldron for making the brew;
there was even a little liquor left in the caldron.
Electiun appeals were found on the walls; Lollius,
a duumvir who looked after. streets and sacred
buildings, asks the votes of the frequenters of the
saloon. This method of seeking votes antedates
200 B. C.

An instrument has now been constructed by a
man named A. N asarischwily with -which the reproduced sound can be amplified to any degree of ·
loudness by the use of one of the valves now employed . univer~lly in wireless reception. The
steel wire or nbbon, with its magnetic message,
can be removed from the instrnment and sent by
_post and the message 1·eproduced in any other instrument, and permanent records can be made of
speeches and so on.
The inventor claims that a message or signal
may be spoken from a train into a railway line
and 1·eceived by the driver of the train following.

LAUGHS
Husband-What makes you think that I've been
drinking'? Wife-Lots of things. Chiefly because
you're so awfully tipsy.
"Wot do they 1:rean, Jimmy, when they say
money talks?" "I dunno, unless it's the wonderful
way it says good-by to yer."
'.f'h~ Doctor-I had a great many more patients
this time last year; wonder where they have gone?
His Wife-We can only hope for the best, dear.·
"None but brave," she sang, "deserve the fair."
The grizzled bachelor bit his lip. "And none but
the brave," he appended, "can live with some of
'em."
Alan (in clear and bell-like tones, five minutes
after the cu1-tain has gone up on the first scene of
"The Merchant of Venice")-Mother, which is
Shakespeare?
Employer-My boy, I've had my nose to the
grindstone for over forty years! Office Boy-My
word, sir, it must have been a daisy at the start.
Customer-You don't seem very quick at :figures, my boy. Newsboy-I'm out o' practice . . Ye
see, most o' de gents says, "Keep de change."
Seaside Visitor-What was the cause of that
boating accident the other day? Boatman-Too
full. Seaside Visitor-The boat too full? Boatman (with a husky cough)-No, the fellows in it.

The Builder (to the new foreman)-Well, Tim,
BOTTLES TELEPHONE MESSAGES
getting on all right? Where are all the hands?
Bottling up a telephone message until the per- The Foreman-Sure, I've sacked 'em all, to show
son rung up has returned to the office or house 'em who's foreman now.
has become a possibility by the combination of an
invention of Poulsen, the famous wireless teleA horse dealer was trying to sell a h01·se afphone pioneer, and a wireless valve, says a .Lonflicted with heaves, and said to the prospective
don newspaper.
If a telephone call is made and the person buyer: "Hasn't he a fine coat? Isn't it a danwanted is not available a simple recording instru- dy?" "His coat's all right, but I don't like his
ment can be set in motion and a message dictated pants."
that can be repeated at any time later.
"What's the reason your boy doesn't like to
The Poulsen telegraphone, invented many years
ago, is a de-vice in which a telephone message can work on a farm? He's fond of outdoor exercise."
be impressed upon a moving steel ribbon by means "I'm workin' on that problem now," answered
of magnetic action. When the ribbon has .run Farmer Corntossel. "If these uplift experts could
through a simple reproducing device it repeats make arrangements to have plowin' records
the message, but so feebly that the invention was printed in the sportin' news, l think Joi;h could be
persuaded to take an interest."
abandoned.
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FROM ALL POINTS
BEAR WHIPPED COW
Following a battle that lasted for half an hour
between a black bear that weighed 350 po1;1nds and
a cow in pastu1·e, on No1-th Mountain, near
Bloowsburgh, Pa., in which the bear . cam_e . off
victorious William Temple succeeded m killmg
the bear. ' He reported the circumstance to the
game warden and was absolved from blame.
BOY PLAYING INDIAN, BURIED ALIVE
Chester J. Rhein, 13, son and only child of _Mr.
and Mrs. Joseph Rhein of 10 Ruth street, Irvm_gton, N. J., was buried alive the other day whi\e
playing Indian back of the s~mmer home of his
parents at Monmouth avenue and Cedar street,
Ocean View.
He had dug a hole about five feet deep and
started to undermine it, when the wet shore sand
caved in on him and he was t!apped before he
could cry out. When the lad failed to respond to
calls from his mother a sea1·ch was begun. The
father saw the lad's heel protruding through the
sand, and he dug furiously until he released the
body.
·
h . . ,
ffi
The lad was rushed to a p ys1c1an s o ce,
where efforts were made to revive him.
.
It is believed he was dead when extricated
by his father.
DEATH VALLEY IS THE HOTTEST PLACE
Ten years of records obtained ~t the United
States Weather Bureau's sub-stati~n ~t Greenland Ranch, in Death Valley, Cal., md1cate that
this is the hottest region in the United States,
and so far as extreme maximum temperatures
are' concerned, the hottest 1·egion on earth, says
.;J'he Scientific American.
The temperature of 134 degrees F., re~orded
on July 10, 1913, is belie:1ed by meteorologists to
be the highest natural air temperature ever recorded with a tested standard thermomet~r. exposed in the shade under approved conditions.
High temperatures are commo_n thr~mghout the
year, but the highest occur durmg midsummer.
Precipitation is extremely light, the normal annual precipitation b~ing less than . two in~h_es.
Evaporation is excessive, as the relative humidity
is extremely low most of the time, and .~specially
during the hot spells of summer. White people
find the midsummer heat most trying; even the
Indians go up to the Panamint Range during July
and August. The weather station maintained at
Greenland Ranch in co-operation with the borax
company is unique in many ways.

CANADIAN BUFFALO HERD TOTALS 6,146
The great Canadian herd of buffalo at Buffalo
Pa1·k, Wainwright, Alberta, has increased to 6,146 head, according to the official count made by
Superintendent A. G. Smith as the animals we1·e
being turned out of their winter quarters in the

160 square miles of range. The report, whicb was
made to the Commissioner of Canadian National
Parks, shows that the natural increase for the
year was 1,075, while the decrease due to fightmg,
old age and animals slaughtered was 81, giving a
net increase-of 994.
Close to 1,100 of the animals remained in the
main park during the winter months and came
through in splendid condition, while 4,962 were in
winter quarters. The-'remainder of the herd was
taken care of in the home paddock and cattle enclosures.
Thirteen years ago the nucleus of this great
herd, numbering approximately 700, was pm·chased from Michael Pablo of Montana and tho
buffalo have grown in thi,s period to eight and a
half their original number. To-day Canada possesses three-fifths of the American bison in the
world, with an estimated valuation of nearly $2,000,000. The disposal of a number of the males,
which exceed herd purposes by about 1,000 head,
is engaging the a_ttention of the Park Department.

HERE AND THERE.
One day last fall W. A. Duffy, of Humbold,
Tenn., drove to his farm near town, and, having
some business to attend to on the place, took the
horse loose from the shafts and hitched him to the
wheel of the buggy. Mr. Duffy left his coat in tl10
buggy, and on his return he found the animal had
just finished eating the last of a package of notes
aggregating $1,076.
A strange freak was found in Vineland Haven
harbor by a young woman, who was in bathing.
She saw a bottle on the bottom and dived for rr.
When it was brought to the surface it was found
to contain a live lobster far too large to have
crawled through the neck of the bottle. ff is supposed that it got into the trap when it was a little
fellow, and was unable to find its way out, but
how it got food enough to grow on is a mystery.
In China liquids are sold by weight and grain
by measure. John buys soup by the pound and
cloth by the foot. A Chinaman never puts hie
name outside his shop, but paints instead a motto
or a list of his goods on his vertical sign-board.
Some reassuring remark is frequently added, such
as "One word hall," "A child two feet high would
not be cheated." Every single article has to be
bargained fpr, and it is usual for the customer to
take his own measure and scales with him.
In Uganda a man can buy a handsome wife for
four bulls, a box of cartridges, and six needles,
and if he has the luck to go a-wooing when
women happen to be a drug in the market he can
buy a suitable damsel for a pair of shoes. A
Kafih· girl is worth, according to the rank of her
family, from four to ten cows; and in Ta1·ta1·y
no father will surrender his daughter unle:,:s he
gets a good quantity of butter in 1·eturn, an<l in
certain parts of India no girl can many unless
her father has been pacified by a present of rice
and a few rupees.
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GOOD READING
A WOKE IN THE AIR
J. D. Stewart, Haynesville, La., member of a
dr~ll crew in the oil field, while asleep near a
boiler suddenly awoke to find himself sailing over
the tree tops astride the exploded boiler. He
landed in a tree 165 feet away, with one leg
broken and several scalp wounds. _., Dan Kelly,
fireman, was injured painfully.

thunder fierce gusts of wind swept the ship. This
terrifying experience lasted for five hours with
no respite.

CROTON DAM CATARACT IS HEARD FIVE
MILES
Employees of the New York city waterworks
reported an overflow of almost thirteen inches in
depth recently over the spillway of the Cornell
dam of the Croton reservoir, which exceeds all
/records there since the dam was completed sixteen years ago. The roar of the tremendous rush
of water falling 150 feet, could be heard five miles.
About 2.9.00.000,000 gallons of water tumbled to
waste down the spillway, which is about 1,250 feet
wide, and made the mightiest cataract ever seen
at Croton. Figured at wholesale 1·ates charged
in New York for water, the thirteen-inch overflow meant a loss in twenty-four hours of water
worth $390,000.
RED AND GREEN UNITE TO A VERT SUNSTROKE
The fact that a combination of red and green
materials was used in the uniforms of the Tommies during the war to nullify the effect of the
rays of the sun was brought out in a claim before the Royal Commission of Awards when J.
N. Thomson applied for an award on behalf of
his deceased father.
It was stated that a weave of these two colors
sewn into the soldier's spine pad, which was
four inches wide and fixed into the tumc proved
highly effective in Mesopotamia, where 7,000 men
were thus equipped. The same combination was
used as a sun curtain hung from the helmet, protecting the back of the neck, and is generally
employed now in the army to prevent sunstroke.
Thomson claimed that not a single case of sunstroke was known where the protective material
was worn.
STRANGE ELECTRIC STORM
On a February night, in south latitu'd e 33 degrees west longitude 38 degrees, the sailing ship
Ville de Havre encountered a most remarkable
storm. The rain fell in torrents and the ship
appeared to be electrified, the mastheads flaming
like giant candles. Strange lights traveled over
the rigging and after every flash af lightning a
part of the vessel, which had been newly painted,
remained for several seconds glowing with phosphorescence.
The lightning, which was very frequent, instead of displaying itself in zigzag lines took the
form of flying bombs, which exploded with outbursts of light that illuminated the whole sky.
Before and after the more violent explosions of
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Musical Handsaw
Greatest Novelty of the Age

It you cun carry a tune In your head, you can Jeurn
to pluy ti.us instrument, and secure a Job on the atage
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Millionair~ Blair had laughed at the first threat of the
blackmailer. And the next night h.is lumber yard burned
to the ground. The mysterious blackmailer was plainly
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More Trained Men Needed
The demand for trained men oy government, states,
cities, detective agencies, corporations and private
bureaus is becoming greater eve,:y day. Here is a real
opportunity for YOU. Can you iinagme a more fascinating line of work than this ? Often life and death
depend upon finger print evidence-and big rewards
go to the expert. Many experts can earn regularly
from $3,000 to $10,000 per year.

Learn at Home in Spare Time
And now you can learn the secrets of this science at
home in your spare time. Any man with common school
education and average ability can become a Finger
Print Detective in surprisingly short time.
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LADY FARMER, 85, worth $60,000, wants husband.
N, Box 85, League, To.lodo, Oh1o.
HUNDREDS SEEKING MARRIAGif-IC sincere enc1ooo
stamp, Mrs. F. WIJ!ard, 2928 D'Way, Chlca,ro. JU.

IF LONELY, write Doris Dawn, 10602 St. Clair,
Cleveland, Ohio. (Stamped enveloI>e please}.
SONGWRITERS
FOR A CHARMING WIFE, write Mrs. F. Willard, WRIT'i! THE WORDS FOR A SONG-We comvoso mus!o.
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Guaranteed . H&nnless. Complete treatment sent
on trial. Costa $1.00 if it cuJ'es. Nothing if it fails.
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She was Fat

Tho shsdow on this picture gives
you an idea how she looked. By

taking Koreln (pronounced koreen)

ancl following easy directions of
Korein system, she reduced 38 lbSa
in tbree months. Now she is

agile. attractive, mentally
alert A.nd in better heatth.
Reliable antiMfat self-treatment. Many persons ha.ve redaced eaaily, lasting:ly(, 10 to

VENTRILOQUISM
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\ Send '.!.' ODAY 2 cents for particulars and
a,root.
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method. endorsed bJ

physicians. GUARANTEE. Get small box Korein tabole1
at any druggist's i or for ft•e brochure write to
1

Kor@in Company, NB- 73, Sia, X, NewYork
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DOG FIGHTS
HOGS
Several brood
sows
weighing
from 600 to '700
pounds each, locked in a hog house,
attacked J. Franzen, a farmer who
resides north of
Randolph, Neb.,
one m o r n i n g ,
downed him; almost scalped him,
tore hi,s jaws and
mangled his face,
it was learned
here. Hearing his
master's agonized
' shrieks a Scotch
collie jumped over
several fences and
through a partially opened window
of the hog house
and saved Franzen's life.
Franzen went
to the hog house
to look after the
swine. Wii'ile he
was leaning over
one of the big
sows rushed at
h i m , knocking
him down and
then started tearing· at his face.
Other hogs joined
in the attack and
Franzen was
powerless.
One
hog tore open his
scalp and another
gashed his face in
a horrible manner. His chin and
jaws were torn
and he cried out
with pain.
• Suddenly
the
collie j u m p e d
through the window and attacked
the enraged animals, bitiiig them
and rushing between his master
and attacking the
hogs.
With the aid of
the dog Franzer
· managed to crawl
from
the hog
house to safety•
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foreground there is Hat, Head, Hand. That's five
words to start on. How many more can you find?
Write down the "H" words as you find them. See how
easy it is. Nothing is hidden. You can win $1.500.

Open to·Everybody!
It doesn't cost one cent to enter this contest or to
win a prize. If you send no subscription to "Home
Folks" and xour list is the largest which correGtlY
names the ' H" objects in the picture, you will be
a warded first prize of $40. •
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A Mugazine for E1Jcrybody in the Family

]twill beeaey for you togetfourofyour friends totakeHome
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ISSUES - -

903 Young Wild West After a Bad Bu11cb; or, Arietta
and tbe Cattle C1·ooks.
.Plucky Fight; or, 'l'J,e Shot That Sal'ed a Life.
9ll4
on the Border; or, Arietta Be twepn Two Fires.
995
996 " '.l' railing a 'l'rcusure; or, A Mystery of Old
Mexico.
997 " Staucliug a Sie ge; or, Bow Ari~ttn i;av.ed llim.
998
a111J I h(• li'lgbtlug J!'ifteen; or, The Raid of the
Savage Sioux .
om.t
LassoinA? the Lyncl1ers; or, Arietta 's Quick Shot ..
1000 I' and ·'Arizona Al"; 0r, 'l'he 'iVonclerfnl Luck ot
a Cowboy .
Corra Jing t b,, Road Agents; or, Arietta and tbe
1001
Outln w's Bride.
Facing His !coes; or, Tbe Shake-Up At Shiver
1002
Split.
I
Stoppiug a Stampede; or, Arletta and the Cow
1003
Girls.
Ilotte~t Trail; or, The Golc1 Cache of the
1004
Desert.
.
100a
Rifle Duel; or, Arietta's Cross-firP.
1006 " and "Domino Dick"; or, The l:lroncho Buster's
Bn<l Break.
1007 " 'l'mpping th,> Horse Thieves: or. Arletta's
Qui<.·k W o rk
anrt thP C'hoctnw Chi0t; or, 'I'be Hidden Val1008
ley anrl tlte Lvsl Tribe.
FoiJoweo by Fiends; or, Arietta and the Plot1009
ters.
and I be Cactus Queen; or, The Bandits of the
1010
Sana Bills.
1011 .. Jn DPnth Canyon; or, Arletta ancl the Mad
ll'liner.
Crack C'nvalry: or, The Sbot 'l'hat Won the Dny .
1012
After an Asi.a%in; or, Arietta and the 'J'ougbs.
1013
1014 " Shot in th e Dark; or, Wiuniug Ilis \Yeig-llt
In Gold.
1015 " and the Ho:d Up l\Ien; or, How Arietta Paitl
H<>r Ransom.
1016 " Arfaona Round-l'p; or, Catching the Cattle
Crooks.
1017
Promise: or, Arletta and the Blue l\1ark.
1018 " As Avrnger: or. 'l'!J,, Vigllants' Mistake.
1019 " After the Death Dealers; or, A Hot Fight In
the Goich.
Defying the Blackfeet; or, Arietta and the l\Iys1020
terlous Canoe.
1021 " Going th;, Limit; or, The "Shin-Dig" at Show
Down.
Condemned to Death; or, A rietta-'s Prnlrie Race.
1022
Raving His Ran ch: or, Wiping Ont nn Old. Rco,·e.
1023
Caught by Comanches; or, Arietta Daring Dent11.
1024
Rhowing rp n Sheriff; or, The Right Man On a
1025
Wrong Tl'ail.
1026 " Reckless Ririe; or, Ar; e ttu's Ilalrbread.tb lllscn_p~.
1027 " and the Cowboy Sports; or. Fun and Fightmg ,
on the RaugP.
1028 " Raiding th~ Redskins; or, Arietta and. the
Apache Trap.
.
1029 " Whooping It 'Pp; or, The Cowboy CarmvaJ at
Crooked Creek.
1030 " Dagger Duel; or Arietta and the l\Iexican
Randits.
D'
1031 '' Qulck~st f'bot; or, The Desperadoes of
iamond. DiYe.
,.
1032 " and the Death Mine; or, Arletta Bluffing the
Claim Jumpers.
For sale by all newsdealers, or wlll be t,e:nt to any
address on receipt of price, 7c per copy, ln money or.
postage stamps, by

HARRY E, WOLFF,
166 \Vest 23d Street,

SCENARIOS

Publisher, Inc.,
New York City

HOW TO
WRITE THEM

Prl.,. 111 Cent. Per Copy

Tilt• book contains all the most recent chances in the
method of construction and eubm\eslon of ecenar.loe.
81:1:ty Le11t1one, cov.,rlng pvery phase of e~uarlo wrlthl&. For sale by all Newsdealers anti Book9torea.
If you caanot procure a copy, send us tbe price,
Ill centll, tn monPy or postage stamps, and we wUl
mall you one, postage frt'e. AddreBB
L. BEN,A.RENS, 219 Seventh t,v ... , New York, Jli. T.

OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS
Useful, Instructive and Amusing. They Contain
Valuable Information on Almost ~very Subject
No. 50.

HOW '.l'O. ~TU_J<'l•' BI~DS _AND ANI.\lALS.

No. 61.

HOW '.l.'O DO '.l.'RICKS WITH CARDS.-Con-

-A_ valuable ll?ok, g1vmg mstr1:1ct1ons m collecting, pl'eparrng, mountlllg and preservmg birds, animals aud
insects.
tuiniug explanations of tbe geueral principles of sleightot-l1aud applicable to card tricks; of card trlcks with
ordinary cards, and not requiring sleight-of-band· of
tricJ;s involving sleight-of-band, or tbe use of specially
prepai·ed card~. l!Lustratetl.
.
No. 52. HOW 'l'O PLAY CARDS.-A complete and
handy little llook, giving the rules and full directions
for playing Eucbre, Cribbage, Cassino, l~orty-Five,
Rounce, Pedro 8ancbo, Draw Poker, Auction Pitch, All
I•'ou•·s, aud mauy other popular games oi' cards.
No. 66. HO\\ 'J'O BEU0,1u,; A.N ENGINEElt. -Con•
taimng full instructions bvw to become a locomotive
engineer; also directlons for building a model locomotive; together wi,b a full description of everythiniz an
euginPer should know.
No. 58. HOW 'l'O BE A DETEC'.l'lVE.-By Old Kin~
Brauy the \I Pll-kuown detective. In whicb be lays down
some valuable rules for heginners, and also relates some
ailven tu res or well-known detectives.

-"o. tiO.

HOW '.1'0 li.l!:CO.\IE A 1-'HO'l'O(H{Al'HEJ{-

Coutttiuing \1:sl'i'ul inforwution regarding the C1.unera aiifl
how lo work it; also how lo make Photographic Magic
Lnutern i;lide.s a.nd other 'l'runspa'r encies . Iland.somely
illustr,1ted.
No. 61. HOW 'l'O ~lAKE ELEC'.l.'RlCAL JllACIUNES
-Containing !u 11 directions for making electrical ma~
chiues. induction coils, dynamos aud many novel toy11
to be worked by electricity. By n. A. R. tlennett. Fuily
illustratecl.
No . OJ. l\lULDOON'S JOKES.-'.l'he most original
joke book ever published, and it is brimful of wit and
humor. lt contains a large collection of songs, jokes,
conundrums, ett'., of TerrPnce Muldoon, the great wit,
humorist und practical joker of the day.
No. 66. HOW 'l'O DO PUZZLES.-Containing ov.ir
three hunclrPCl interesting puzzles ana co1_rn11druws, with
key to s:11ue. A complete llook . Fully 11lustrnted.
No. 07. HOW 'l'O DO ELECi'RICAL 'l'RICiiS..-Con•
taining n large collectio,1 of instructive. and highly
omusing electrical tricks. together with illustrations. By
A. Anderson.
No. 68. HOW '.l'O DO CHEMICAL TRICKS.-Containing over one bumlred highly amusing and Instructive tricks with chemicals. By A. AIH1erson. H" nd•
somelv 11Just1·ated.
No. · 69. HO'W TO DO SLEIGH'l>OF-HAND.-Containing over fifty of the latest and best tricks used by
magicians. Also containing U1e secret or second sight.
Fully lllnstrated.
_
No. 70, HOW TO )IAKE MAGIC TOYS.-Containin11:
full directions for making Magic Toys ond devices ol
many kinds. Fully illustrated.
No. 71. now TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.Containing complete instructions for performing over
sixtv Mecllankal Tricks. Fully illustrated.
No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS Wl'J'H CARDS,
-Embracing all of the latest and most deceptive card
tricl,s, with illustrations.
No. 74. HOW TO WlUTE LETTERS CORRECTLY
-Containing full instructions for writing- letters
almost any subject: also rules for punctua tlon and composition. wHh specimen letters.
No. 76.
HOW TO TELL FO_R'l'UNES BY THE
HAND.-Containing rules for telling fortunes llv the
aid of lines of- the hand, or the secret of palmistry
Also the secret of telling future events by aid of moles'
marks, scars. etc. JllustratElli. •
•
No. 77.
HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH
CARDS.-Containlng deceptive ~ard Tricks us performed
by leading conjurers and magicians. Arranged for home
amusement. Fully Illustrated.
No. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.-Contalnlng
the latest jokes, anecdotes and funny stories or this
world-renowned German come~i3;n. Sixty-tour pages;
handsome colored co.ver, contarnmg a half-tone photo
of the author.
·
Fol' sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any
address on recelJ>t of Jlrice, 10c. Per copy, ln
moni>y or stamps. by

on

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inr..
166 West 23d Street,
New Yori£

